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LOVE'S  BLINDNESS 

CHAPTER  I 

Hubert  Culverdale,  D.S.O.,  M.C.,  and  many 
other  things,  eighth  Earl  of  St.  Austel,  looked  out 
on  the  green  park  from  his  library  windows  one 
morning  towards  the  middle  of  May  last  year, 
and  realized  that  if  Benjamin  Levy  did  not  come 
up  to  the  scratch  and  produce  a  cool  half  million 
for  him  by  the  following  week,  he  would  not  only 
be  ruined  himself,  but  much  worse  than  that,  a 
number  of  his  best  friends  would  be  in  the  same 
plight. 

It  had  all  happened  very  simply.  Life  ap- 
peared dull  and  meaningless  in  the  first  years 
after  the  war;  he  hated  inaction,  and  Jimmy 
McAllister,  that  best  comrade  of  his,  seemed  to 

have  produced  the  greatest  invention  in  the  world, 

II 
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and  this  interested  him — it  would  revolutionize 
aeroplanes.  Money  alone  was  wanted  to  launch 
this  marvel  upon  a  breathless  war  office.  St. 
Austel  believed  in  the  thing — and  he  was  no  fool, 
and  so  did  Jimmy,  with  his  whole  heart  and  soul, 
and  what  is  stronger  still  the  thing  was  really 
sound!  Thus  a  company  was  formed  to  exploit 
the  invention,  and  a  few  chosen  friends,  after  be- 
ing let  into  the  secret,  had  clamoured  to  be  al- 
lowed to  back  it,  too.  But  a  man  requires  a 
business  sense  stronger  than  falls  to  the  lot  of  one 
of  a  line  which  have  been  but  politicians  and 
diplomats,  fighters,  and  great  gentlemen,  for  hun- 
dreds of  years.  And  after  a  few  perilous  months 
of  mismanagement,  the  secretary  absconded  with 
all  the  investors'  money,  and  Lord  St.  Austel  was 
faced  with  a  hideous  situation.  For,  although  he 
was  a  rich  man  with  a  marvelous  place  in  Hamp- 
shire and  huge  mining  properties  in  Wales,  half 
a  million  sterling  is  not  easy  to  raise  in  the  space 
of  a  week. 

He  had  faced  death  a  hundred  times  in  France 
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and  Flanders  with  the  calmest  emotions,  but  now 
his  nerve  was  shaken.  How  could  he  let  down 
those  who  had  trusted  in  his  belief  in  the  inven- 
tion? His  uncle,  the  poor  old  Marquis  with 
his  embarrassed  lands — and  other  needy  aristo- 
crats who  were  being  chased  to  the  wall  by  the 
new  Government  Land  tax  policy*?  Something 
must  be  done !  That  he  himself  would  be  a  beg- 
gar did  not  trouble  him  really.  Life  had  been 
very  agreeable  to  him  from  the  time  he  opened 
his  eyes  upon  an  adoring  entourage  some  thirty^ 
one  years  ago,  and  he  had  had  his  share  of  joy. 
He  turned  back,  now,  into  his  library.  Pic- 
cadilly's roar  in  the  distance  subsided  into  a  vibra- 
tion that  just  meant  life. 

It  was  a  beautiful  room  that  he  entered — lofty 
and  panelled  and  restful,  and  just  the  place  a 
man  could  think  in.  From  a  frame  over  his 
writing  table,  the  second  Earl  looked  down  upon 
him  through  the  brush  of  Van  Dyck,  with  his 
proud  eyes.  He  was  like  his  descendant,  the 
brown  hair  growing  so  thick  about  the  temples 
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and  the  eyes  as  blue  as  eyes  could  be,  and  with 
a  curve  of  the  lips  which  made  the  expression 
half  whimsical,  half  sad.  They  had  never  be- 
trayed friend  or  foe — any  of  the  Culverdales — 
whatever  their  faults  might  be.  Even  the  black 
sheep  of  the  family  had  not  been  cheats.  The 
last  of  the  race  looked  up  at  his  ancestor — and 
then  down  at  the  photograph  of  his  two  younger 
brothers,  killed  at  Loos.  The  same  true  blue 
eyes  smiled  back  at  him  from  each  face.  There 
was  Charlie  and  Humphrey — first  cousins — gone 
too — and  the  three  boys  of  the  second  degree. 
They  had  paid  their  toll  for  England  gallantly 
as  a  family  and  Hubert,  eighth  Earl,  was  the  end 
of  their  line. 

"No— by  God,"  he  said  to  himself.  "It  has 
to  be  found — somehow." 

He  rang  the  bell  and  ordered  his  motor,  and 
five  minutes  later  came  into  the  office  of  Benjamin 
Levy  in  Clifford  Street.  Everything  looked  very 
severe  there,  but  just  before  he  had  entered  a 
rather  strange  scene  had  been  enacted.     Oscar 
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Issacson,  the  confidential  clerk  of  Benjamin  Levy, 
had  had  the  audacity  to  remind  his  master  that 
he  had  given  fifteen  years  of  minute  and  faithful 
service  to  him — during  which  time  he  had  watched 
the  growing  perfections  of  Vanessa,  Levy's  only 
daughter — and  now  having  amassed  a  sufficient 
fortune  by  intelligent  speculation  on  his  own  ac- 
count, he  was  in  a  position  to  ask  for  her  hand, 
with  the  suggestion  that  he  eventually  might  be- 
come an  advantageous  partner  to  his  future  father- 
in-law. 

Mr.  Levy  had  then  made  one  of  the  few  mis- 
takes of  his  life — he  had  refused  the  proposition 
with  ridicule.  He  had  quite  other  views  for  his 
daughter — and  Oscar  had  better  set  his  wander- 
ing wits  in  order  and  quickly  bring  all  the  papers 
with  the  latest  information  concerning  the  St. 
Austel  liability  in  the  aeroplane  invention  busi- 
ness— which  he,  Levy,  was  arranging  to  buy  up. 

Oscar  Issacson,  when  listening  to  orders,  had 
always  made  a  point  of  turning  a  little  away  so 
that  those  speaking  should  not  see  the  effect  of 
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their  words  upon  his  countenance — force  of  habit 
had  made  him  adhere  to  this  practice  even  in  this 
great  moment  of  his  life — so  that  Benjamin 
Levy's  clever  eyes  did  not  detect  the  expression 
of  insane  fury  which  flashed  across  his  head  clerk's 
face.  He  controlled  himself,  however,  and  with 
silent  movements,  brought  the  bundle  of  docu- 
ments desired,  and  laid  them  on  the  desk. 

As  Lord  St.  Austel  entered,  Oscar  gave  him  a 
chair  and  passed  out,  looking  down.  The  owner 
of  the  office  and  the  possible  future  client  greeted 
each  other.  Benjamin  Levy  was — and  is  still — 
the  straightest  and  most  highly  respected  money 
lender  in  London.  Lord  St.  Austel  had  never  had 
to  visit  him  on  his  own  account  before,  but  had 
sat  in  that  chair  on  more  than  one  occasion  to  set 
a  friend  on  his  feet  again. 

Benjamin  Levy's  clever  light  gray  eyes — ^he 
was  a  fair  Jew — looked  him  through  and  through. 
He  knew  exactly  why  his  Lordship  was  honour- 
ing him  with  a  visit.  He  knew  a  number  of  de- 
tails which  Hubert  had  not  a  notion  of.     He 
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knew,  for  instance,  that  the  invention  was  more 
than  sound,  and  would,  presently,  produce  mil- 
lions— and  he  knew  just  why  the  bankers  had  re- 
fused to  negotiate  any  loan  for  Lord  St.  Austel. 
He  had  taken  care  of  that.  He  never  did  any- 
thing without  a  reason.  And  the  reason  he  had 
now,  was  one  which  had  shaped  every  action  of 
his  life  for  the  last  ten  years.  The  two  men 
talked  for  half  an  hour — and  finally  the  Jew  said : 

"It  is  quite  useless,  my  dear  Lord.  Business 
is  business  and  philanthropy  is  another  matter — 
your  Lordship  would  not  care  to  accept  philan- 
thropy from  me."  Lord  St.  Austel  had  sat  quite 
still  and  spoken  with  his  charming  highly  culti- 
vated deep  voice,  in  which  a  sense  of  humour  had 
only  just  been  able  to  control  the  note  of  ar- 
rogance, inherited  through  the  centuries  which 
had  rolled  by  since  his  first  forbear  came  over 
with  the  Conqueror.  He  grew  just  a  little  paler 
and  rose  to  his  feet. 

"Then  I  must  have  the  honour  of  wishing  you 
good  day.  Sir,"  he  said.     Mr.  Levy  let  him  reach 


i8  LOVE'S  BLINDNESS 

the  door  almost,  then  he  called  softly,  "However, 
I  have  a  proposition  to  put  before  your  Lordship 
— which  may,  if  you  accept  it,  change  everything." 

Hubert  turned  and  looked  haughtily  at  the 
clever  face  behind  the  table. 

"Indeed." 

"Yes — will  you  not  be  seated  again?" 

Something  told  St.  Austel  that  a  bargain  was 
going  to  be  suggested  to  him  which  he  would 
loathe.  But  the  situation  was  desperate,  so  he 
sat  down. 


That  night  Madame  Butterfly  was  being  given 
at  the  Opera — and  people  were  already  coming 
up  the  stairs  at  the  sides  into  the  stalls,  although 
it  was  early.  Among  them  was  an  elderly  lady 
of  such  a  pronounced  type  of  the  French  nation 
that  she  might  have  stepped  out  of  a  Balzac 
novel.  France,  with  its  customs  and  manners  of 
1840,  was  stamped  upon  her!  She  was  hand- 
some, though,  if  stern  and  angular.     She  seemed 
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to  be  taking  complete  command  of  a  girl  who 
followed  her.  A  girl  with  great  soft  black  eyes 
and  jet  black  hair  torn  from  her  face  and  plaited 
as  tight  as  it  would  go  into  a  bun  at  the  back. 
A  girl  who  wore  a  yellow  evening  cloak  of  a 
rather  old-fashioned  shape,  but  round  whose  long, 
slender,  startlingly  white  throat  a  magnificent 
string  of  large  pearls  hung.  They  sat  down  in 
their  seats,  which  were  a  row  or  two  further  back 
than  the  omnibus  box — but  close  beneath  it — 
so  that  those  who  occupied  it  were  in  constant 
view.  But  the  girl  had  no  eyes  but  for  the  stage, 
once  the  curtain  went  up — and  why  should  she 
have  had,  indeed,  since  this  was  her  first  opera  in 
England. 

She  spoke  in  Italian  to  her  companion  at  the 
end  of  the  first  act.  Butterfly  was  awakening 
some  new  emotions  in  her  being — a  delicate  pink 
had  come  into  her  very  white  cheeks — while  her 
eyes  glowed  as  stars  and  a  sweet  and  voluptuous 
mouth  looked  like  a  luscious  cherry.  No  one 
noticed  her  for  a  long  time,  so  great  is  the  dis- 
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guise  to  beauty  of  dowdy  clothes  and  unfashion- 
able hair  dressing.  But  at  last  one  old  beau 
said  to  another,  turning  his  glass  upon  her : 

"There  is  a  pair  of  eyes,  by  Jove — !  And  what 
a  relief  that  hair  is  after  the  bobbed  heads  in  the 
row  beyond." 

Something  made  the  girl  look  in  their  direc- 
tion, and  her  gaze  met  not  those  of  the  old  gentle- 
men, but  of  Lord  St.  Austel,  who  had  just  come 
into  the  box  and  was  now  idly  surveying  the 
scene.  Some  strange  thrill  went  through  her — 
he  was  not  so  particularly  handsome — he  looked 
weary,  rather,  and  not  very  young — ^but  there 
was  that  nameless  distinction  in  his  air.  No  one's 
clothes  seemed  to  fit  so  well — ^no  one  looked  so 
finely  bred. 

The  girl  was  ridiculously  out  of  date,  and 
Tennyson's  lines  about  Lancelot  came  to  her: 

"Seamed  with  an  ancient  sword  cut  on  his 
cheek,  and  bruised  and  bronzed,  and  more  than 
twice  her  years,  she  lifted  up  her  eyes  and  loved 
him  with  that  love  which  was  her  doom." 
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Was  this  man  going  to  be  her  doom?  No — 
how  silly — and  he  was  certainly  not  twice  her 
years — he  could  not  be  much  over  thirty — and 
she  was  nineteen.  There  was  something  magnetic 
in  his  attraction.  But  his  eyes  never  even  saw 
her  although  he  gazed  straight  at  her.  He  was 
absorbed  in  his  own  thoughts,  which  were  any- 
thing but  agreeable — for  the  bargain  Benjamin 
Levy  had  offered  him  was  that  he  should  take  to 
wife  his  daughter — and  in  return,  he,  Benjamin 
Levy,  would  control  the  whole  business  of  the 
invention,  have  it  properly  run,  and  make  the 
fortunes  of  all  concerned. 

Hubert  had  received  the  proposition  in  silence, 
it  was  so  staggering,  and  such  a  shock  to  every 
one  of  his  instincts.  He  was  too  modern  to  have 
bombastic  pride  about  his  old  name  and  race — 
but  underneath  the  notion  of  marrying  the  child 
of  a  Jew  money  lender  was  simply  revolting  to 
him. 

His  first  instinct  had  been  to  refuse  indignantly 
— ^but  he  thought  of  his  uncle,  the  old  Marquis — 
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and  of  his  friends,  and  so  he  had  remained  ab- 
solutely silent.  Benjamin  Levy  had  sat  watch- 
ing him  with  his  heart  beating  rather  fast,  be- 
cause the  moment  he  had  schemed  for  had  come. 
It  would  seem  that  in  numberless  men  of  brain 
there  is  always  some  touch  of  weakness  which 
makes  them  put  a  fictitious  value  upon  something 
which  has  very  little  value  in  fact.  Benjamin 
Levy's  weakness  was  his  passionate  ambition  to 
see  his  daughter,  Vanessa,  the  wife  of  an  English 
peer.  No  one  in  the  British  Isles  knew  more 
about  the  aristocracy  than  he  did — its  foibles  and 
failings — its  incomes  and  hereditary  taints  or 
hereditary  traits.  He  did  not  only  want  a  peer 
for  a  son-in-law,  but  he  wanted  the  best  peer  to 
be  had  on  the  market — and  the  Earl  of  St.  Austel 
was  the  ideal  of  his  ambition.  For  not  only  was 
he  of  ancient  family  and  great  estate,  but  a  per- 
sonality desired  of  all  women — the  most  popular 
member  of  the  Turf  Club  and  respected  by  every* 
one. 
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"He's  got  prestige,"  was  Mr.  Levy's  favourite 
classification  of  him,  and  he  had  settled  upon  him 
as  his  aim  even  before  the  war,  when  Vanessa  was 
but  nine  years  old.  He  felt  the  young  married 
women  of  forty  and  fifty,  who  worshipped  at 
Lord  St.  AusteFs  shrine,  would  probably  keep  him 
busy  and  unbound,  until  his — Benjamin's — time 
to  force  Fate's  hand  should  come.  And  luck  had 
been  with  him  all  the  way,  keeping  his  prey  safe 
from  bullets  and  gas  and  shells,  while  one  by  one 
the  rest  of  the  family  "went  West."  And  from 
the  very  beginning  of  the  Invention  Scheme,  Mr. 
Levy  had  chuckled  and  congratulated  himself — 
but  it  was  a  ticklish  business  to  negotiate — though 
he  knew  that  he  held  the  trump  card  and  must 
win.  No  wonder  his  heart  beat  more  quickly 
than  usual,  as  he  sat  waiting  for  Lord  St.  Austel 
to  speak. 

"You  know  that  I  am  in  a  corner  and  shall 
probably  be  forced  to  accept  your  offer,  Mr. 
Levy,"  Hubert  said  at  last — and  he  again  rose 
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from  his  chair,  "but  I  must  have  tonight  to  think 
it  over." 

"It  is  a  very  handsome  offer,  my  dear  Lord,  and 
a  completely  secret  one.  Your  friends  will  re- 
ceive fine  percentage  on  the  money  they  invested 
— you  yourself  will  be  twice  as  rich  in  a  year  or 
two  as  you  are  now.  No  one  will  suspect 
anything  has  occurred  to  the  business.  All  scan- 
dal will  be  avoided,  and  the  St.  Austel  name 
left  unsmirched — and  all  you  will  have  to  pay 
for  this  good  fortune  will  be  to  receive  a  well 
brought  up,  presentable  young  woman  as  your 
wife." 

Lord  St.  Austel  only  looked  Mr.  Levy  through 
and  through,  then  shrugged  his  shoulders  slightly 
and  lit  another  cigarette. 

"I'll  telephone  my  answer  in  the  morning,"  he 
announced,  and  he  left  the  room  and  shut  the 
door  quietly  behind  him. 

"Some  day  I  shall  be  the  grandfather  of  a  little 
English  Lord,"  Mr.  Levy  whispered  to  himself 
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as  he  rubbed  his  well  shaped  hands  together, 
when  his  visitor  had  departed. 


And  all  the  time  Hubert  had  dressed  for  dinner 
he  seemed  to  see  a  hangman's  rope  round  his  neck 
whenever  he  looked  in  the  glass. 


CHAPTER  II 

In  the  box  just  beyond  the  omnibus  box,  tw6 
women  and  three  men  were  sitting.  One  of  the 
women  looked  a  little  cross — and  kept  her  eyes 
on  the  stage  because  she  did  not  want  to  talk. 
She  had  lost  Hubert  St.  Austel — she  knew  it  at 
last.  He  had  never  been  as  ardent  as  she  had — 
and  would  persist  in  regarding  their — friendship 
— in  the  most  light  way.  Nearly  always  he  was 
whimsical  to  a  point  which  caused  exasperation — 
but  the  one  or  two  glimpses  of  his  entirely 
fascinating  real  personality  she  had  been  per- 
mitted to  see  had  made  her  experienced  heart  beat 
with  passionate  throbs.  If  she  could  have  kept 
him,  and  married  him,  he  would  have  been  worth 
all  the  rest  of  the  world  put  together.  The  vogue 
of  the  young  married  women  of  forty  and  fifty 
was  nearly  over.     Men  were  turning  again  to 


I 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  27 

empty  heads  in  the  twenties.  She  knew  this  and 
realized  that  although  she  was  but  in  the  late 
thirties,  her  chances  to  regain  this  much  beloved 
lover  were  slender.  Nearly  everyone  of  a  decent 
age  having  been  killed  in  that  hateful  war — and 
she  having  no  taste  for  boys,  the  situation  was 
enough  to  ruffle  the  sweetest  temper ! — and  Allice, 
Duchess  of  Lincolnwood,  possessed  nothing  of  the 
kind. 

"Allice  is  a  darling — so  beautifully  preserved 
— she  does  not  look  twenty-five! — and  she  is  so 
rich ! — "  That  is  what  her  friends  said.  If  she 
had  been  needy  they  would  have  added — "Cat  I" 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  she  was  just  a  highly  cul- 
tivated, agreeable  worldling,  with  about  a  guinea 
pig's  amount  of  brains. 

Lord  St.  Austel  had  found  many  things  which 
suited  him  in  her.  She  was  beautiful  to  look 
at — she  was  fair  and  wavy  haired — he  did  not 
care  for  dark  women.  She  had  all  kinds  of  little 
things  to  say  which  did  not  require  answering, 
and  her  intellectual  pose  amused  him — all  her 
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poses  were  his  entertainment.  She  was  really  a 
lady,  too,  and  never  jarred  upon  him  when  they 
were  quite  alone  together.  (St.  Austel's  fastid- 
iousness had  been  the  despair  of  many  women!) 
Once  or  twice  he  had  felt  quite  tender  toward 
her — but  since  her  husband's  death  she  had  shown 
her  devotion  to  him  too  plainly,  and  his  had 
cooled  off.  "Cherries  are  only  ripe  when  out  of 
reach — "  he  believed — unless — but  of  course  that 
was  impossible  to  find — a  woman  who  could  really 
love. 

"Is  Hubert  in  the  omnibus  box*?"  Her  Grace 
asked  one  of  the  young  men  behind  her — "do  go 
and  see -." 

He  went. 

Yes,  Lord  Austel  was  there,  but  looked  in  one 
of  his  moods  when  it  was  better  not  to  address 
him! 

Then  Her  Grace  looked  down  into  the  audience 
and,  being  a  woman  whose  subconscious  sense  of 
self-protection  was  on  the  alert  where  other 
women  were  concerned,  she  perceived  the  dowdily 
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arranged  young  girl  in  the  white  evening  dress 
and  the  yellow  cloak.  The  centers  of  her  light 
hazel  eyes  went  to  pin  points.  The  dress  did  not 
deceive  her!  She  knew  that  the  creature  was  a 
gorgeous  beauty. 

Meanwhile  the  girl  was  thrilling  through  and 
through  all  her  refined  and  sensitive  nerves.  She 
had  been  to  the  Opera  many  times  in  Italy  and 
France,  for  educational  purposes — seated  far  away 
in  upper  circles — but  it  was  the  first  time  she  had 
come  close  to  a  smartly  dressed  crowd  of  the 
world.  She  had  never  seen  Englishmen  in  their 
perfectly  cut  evening  clothes — or  English  women 
in  the  background  in  which  they  show  up  the  best 
— the  dirty  old  red  boxes  of  Covent  Garden. 

She  gave  a  timid  but  admiring  glance  at  the 
grand  tier,  and  once  even  turned  her  head  to 
peep  at  the  boxes  behind  her.  But,  warned  by  a 
stern  frown  from  her  companion,  she  blushed 
deeply  and  sat  rigidly  in  her  seat  again.  Only 
unconsciously  she  could  not  help  furtively  glanc- 
ing, now  and  then,  at  the  omnibus  box  so  near. 
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which  contained  the  being  to  whom  she  was  so 
strangely  drawn.  He  was  Lancelot  to  her — 
Lancelot  who  had  been  the  hero  of  her  dreams — 
poor  romantic  simpleton! 

"She  is  looking  at  Hubert  I  feel  sure^'  the 
Duchess  said  to  herself.  "No  other  man  could 
attract  such  an  expression  of  worship." 

An  ugly  feeling  began  to  rise  in  her  breast. 

"And  the  pearls  round  her  neck  are  real^  and 
what  an  immense  size — larger  than  my  best  single 
string." 

Freddy  Marston  was  watching  the  direction 
that  Her  Grace's  eyes  had  taken — and  he,  too, 
became  interested  in  the  very  slender,  black-haired 
maiden  in  the  stalls. 

He  was  not  such  a  fool  as  to  speak  to  the 
Duchess  about  her,  though,  but  he  leaned  back 
and  whispered  to  the  man  behind  him: 

"Peachy  bit  in  the  eighth  row.  Look  at  the 
pearls  and  the  Duenna — an  Italian  somebody." 

Lord  St.  Austel  then  came  into  the  box  and 
Freddy  Marston  at  once  ceded  his  place.     No  one 
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ever  got  in  Hubert's  way.  The  Duchess  knew 
how  to  control  her  face — it  was  only  with  gracious 
half  smile  that  she  greeted  him — and  then  the 
curtain  went  up  again. 

Hubert  looked  at  the  back  of  her  neck  as  she 
turned  to  the  stage.  He  used  to  admire  it  so 
much.  He  noticed  that  her  skin  was  not  quite 
young  up  towards  the  lobe  of  the  ears,  which  just 
showed  below  the  pale  cendre  waves.  He  felt 
tired  of  that  faint  perfume  she  always  used. 
And  then  he  suddenly  realized  that  she  did  not 
matter  to  him  a  brass  farthing,  and  he  smiled  a 
queer,  cynical  smile. 

"What  hideous  animals  we  all  are — attracted 
by  one  another's  scent,  and  when  it  goes  off — 
we  go  off  too !" 

The  Duchess  turned  quickly.  She  wanted  to 
discover  if  he  had  seen  the  girl  beneath  them  in 
the  stalls,  but  his  eyes  were  half  closed  gazing 
into  distance  and  utterly  indifferent — so,  reas- 
sured, she  whispered,  "What's  the  matter  tonight 
— ^Hubert*?    And  can  I  help^"     Her  voice  was 
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really  tender.  A  faint  flush  mounted  to  his  fore- 
head— but  he  remained  unmoved. 

"Nothing — a  thousand  thanks,  though,  Fair- 
est— I  am  perfectly  happy.  We  are  going  to 
make  millions — and  I  am  going  to  be  married." 

Men  are  always  brutal.  It  never  struck  Lord 
St.  Austel  that  he  would  be  giving  the  Duchess 
the  crudest  blow  she  had  ever  received  in  her  life 
— with  all  his  colossal  successes  with  women  he 
had  practically  no  vanity  and  never  believed  that 
they  really  loved  him.  Allice,  and  the  type  which 
she  represented,  had  no  hearts,  only  well  organized 
machines  in  his  estimation,  and  she  must  know, 
since  he  had  not  shown  the  slightest  inclination  to 
marry  her  since  the  Duke's  death  a  year  ago,  that 
the  affair  was  quite  over.  He  would  not  have 
willingly  hurt  a  fly — nor  a  fraction  of  a  woman's 
flesh — but  since  he  had  not  broken  any  rule  of 
the  game,  he  could  not  understand  how  mental 
pain  could  be  involved.  Allice  was  one  of  his 
own  world,  accustomed  to  the  come  and  go  of 
fancied  emotions. 
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The  Duchess'  face  became  white  as  death — 
even  In  the  half  light  he  could  not  help  seeing  this 
— ^but  breeding  tells,  she  never  lost  control  of  her 
expression — although  she  took  in  her  breath  with 
a  little  hiss. 

"Who  to— Hubert?' 

"I'll  come  and  see  you  on  Friday  and  tell  you 
— ^let  us  talk  of  something  else  now — or  listen 
to — Pinkerton." 

Everything  swam  hi  front  of  the  Duchess — 
and  down  in  her  lap  one  of  her  hands  clenched  so 
that  the  nails  wounded  her  palm — and  that 
brought  reality  back  to  her.  Who  had  robbed 
her*?  She  could  not  think  of  a  human  woman 
that  she  could  even  suspect.  Hubert  had  been 
as  utterly  indifferent  to  every  one  they  knew  all 
this  last  year  as,  alas !  he  had  been  to  herself.  It 
must  be  some  foreigner.  And  that  strange  intui- 
tion or  sixth  sense  which  even  stupid  women  pos- 
sess, made  her  suddenly  look  again  at  the  girl  in 
the  stalls.  It  could  not  of  course  be  she,  since 
Hubert  had  not  shown  any  signs  of  knowing  her, 
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but  it  might  be  someone — like  her.  AUice  was 
superstitious,  and  she  felt  that  the  instantaneous 
aversion  she  had  experienced  when  her  eyes  fell 
on  the  arresting  face  beneath  her,  was  a  warn- 
ing. 

She  knew  that  she  had  no  actual  right  to  re- 
proach Hubert.  They  had  had  a  half  scene  three 
months  ago  and  she  knew  it  was  all  over — but 
that  did  not  dull  the  frightful  pain  in  her  heart. 
They  sat  without  speaking  until  the  curtain  fell 
again. 

To  the  girl  in  the  stalls  the  music  had  lost  all 
charm.  From  the  moment  Lord  St.  Austel  came 
into  the  box  next  the  one  that  he  had  been  sitting 
in,  something  queer  that  she  had  never  felt  be- 
fore began  to  permeate  her.  It  was  a  heavy  feel- 
ing beneath  the  heart. 

Who  could  the  beautiful  lady  be  with  the 
lovely  light  waves  of  hair,  and  the  splendid 
diamond  bandeau^  He — the  man  who  made  her 
think  of  Sir  Lancelot,  was  bending  over  her  de- 
votedly.    It  was  dark  enough  for  her  to  watch 
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them  now  without  being  seen — and  her  great,  soft, 
black  eyes  hardly  ever  left  them. 

Presently  she  began  to  feel  strangely  lonely 
and  out  of  place.  The  whole  opera  house  seemed 
full  of  people  who  knew  one  another  and  were 
friends — and  she  knew  nobody.  She  and  Ma- 
dame de  Jainon  were  strangers  and  of  no  account 
— ^but  if  some  day — some  day  as  Papa  had 
promised,  she  should  go  amongst  them,  and  be  a 
great  lady,  too,  and  speak  perhaps  to  Sir  Lance- 
lot! Ah!  But  the  curtain  descended  then  and 
she  turned  her  eyes  down — and  when  she  looked 
up  again  the  man  who  interested  her  had  left 
the  box. 


Lord  St.  Austel  paced  his  panelled  library  until 
two  in  the  morning — his  mind  was  made  up.  He 
would  have  to  accept  Benjamin  Levy's  terms. 
But  there  were  points  to  be  arranged  in  his  mind 
first — many  points — and  that  sudden  paleness  of 
Allice  had  upset  him.     It  was  dawning  on  him 
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that  he  had  been  a  brute.  She  had  turned  eyes 
with  anguish  in  their  yellow  grey  depths  as  he 
had  said  good  night.     He  hated  to  think  of  it. 

No  speculation  as  to  what  his  future  bride 
might  be  like  had  yet  come  to  him.  He  detested 
dark  Jewesses — he  would  not  face  the  thought. 
Then  at  last  he  sat  down  in  one  of  his  comfortable 
chairs  and  laughed  and  laughed. 

"It  is  the  Israelite  Ancestor  Giles  drew  the 
teeth  of — re-incarnated  to  be  revenged  on  us,"  he 
said  aloud,  and  then  he  laughed  strangely  again. 

And  at  that  very  hour  the  black-haired  girl 
who  had  been  at  the  opera  was  awake  too — and 
saying  over  to  herself  his  name.  For  had  she 
not  heard  two  people  behind  her  seat  speaking 
when  the  Third  Act  began: 

"Look,  Lord  St.  Austel  has  left  the  Duchess' 
box — and  Mr.  Hambleton  has  come  in.  I  think 
he  is  the  most  attractive  man  I  ever  met." 

"Who— Mr.  Hambleton^" 

"No — Hubert  St.  Austel  of  course!" 

"Hubert! — and  St.   Austel — and  an   English 
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nobleman!  How  wonderful — "  the  girl  mur- 
mured to  herself  in  French — and  then  eyelashes 
about  half  an  inch  long  rested  on  flushed  cheeks. 
Sleep  and  youth  are  beautiful  things! 


CHAPTER  ni 

When  Benjamin  Levy  received  the  telephone 
message  of  His  Lordship,  Hubert,  eighth  Earl  of 
St.  Austel,  Viscount  Halton — and  Baron  Du 
Maine  (date  of  creation  of  Baronet  1299,  ^s  Mr. 
Levy  proudly  remembered),  he  not  only  rubbed 
his  well  shaped  left  fingers  against  the  palm  of  his 
right  hand  as  was  his  wont  when  pleased,  but  he 
rose  from  his  seat  and  rapidly  sat  down  again. 

So  it  was  a  fact — not  a  dream — Vanessa  would 
be  a  Countess — and  the  best  looking  Countess  in 
England,  he  felt. 

Hubert  had  telephoned  from  his  library  at 
about  eleven  o'clock — he  had  slept  late.  He 
had  spoken  crisply.  There  was  no  use  in  wasting 
words.  He  never  hesitated  when  there  was  some- 
thing definite  to  be  done.     And  at  the  end  of  the 

38 
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few  sentences  exchanged  it  was  arranged  that  he 
should  dine  at  Mr.  Levy's  home  at  Hampstead 
to  meet  his  fiancee — that  night. 

"What's  her  name?"  he  remembered  to  ask  be- 
fore he  put  the  telephone  down.  And  when  he 
heard  it  was  "Vanessa"  he  smiled  cynically. 

"Fancy  calling  a  nasty  little  Jewess  that! 
*  Vanessa!'  Must  make  old  Swift  turn  in  his 
grave !" 

In  about  ten  minutes  the  door  opened  and  his 
cousin,  Ralph  Dangerfield,  came  in  on  his  crutches 
— and  he  helped  him  to  a  comfortable  seat.  He 
loved  Ralph  perhaps  better  than  any  one  else  in 
the  world — his  Mother's  sister's  son,  and  ten  years 
older  than  himself.  Colonel  Ralph  Dangerfield, 
V.C. — and  all  the  rest  of  it — was  worth  loving, 

"I'm  going  to  be  married,  Ralph." 

"Good  God— !" 

Then  he  told  the  truth — Ralph  was  the  only 
person  who  would  ever  hear  it  from  him. 

"Good  old  boy,"  was  all  Colonel  Dangerfield 
said  at  the  end  of  the  recital — "beastly  nuisance 
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to  be  a  gentleman — 'cause  it's  got  to  be  done." 
Then  he  looked  out  of  the  window  to  hide  the 
sympathy  in  his  eyes. 

"Have  you  seen  her?" 

"Not  yet." 

"What  am  I  to  help  you  to  tell  everybody?" 

"Just  that — I  am  going  to  be  married.  What 
is  there  to  say?" 

"But  when  they  see  you  with  some  effulgent 
Jewess  no  one  will  believe  you  weren't  cornered." 

Hubert  writhed  a  little. 

"No  one  must  think  that.  Til  play  the  game, 
I  suppose — and  Til  take  her  abroad  until  we  can 
decently  live  in  different  houses — or  divorce." 

Then  they  talked  of  polo — and  were  extra 
casual  because  both  knew  that  each  was  wrought 
up  with  rebellion  and  chagrin. 

Mr.  Benjamin  Levy  went  home  to  luncheon 
that  day,  a  very  unusual  thing  for  him  to  do. 
He  looked  so  radiant  that  his  daughter,  Vanessa, 
ventured  to  kiss  him.     She  knew  him  so  little — 
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this  kind,  clever  Papa,  who  had  given  her  such 
nice  presents  whenever  they  met,  and  had  come 
to  the  apartment  in  Rome  or  the  house  in  Paris 
whenever  he  could  get  away  from  business.  All 
the  war  years  had  been  spent  in  Florence  practi- 
cally alone  with  Madame  de  Jainon.  She  hardly 
remembered  England  at  all,  where  she  had  been 
born  and  lived  until  she  was  five  years  old.  She 
did  not  remember  her  mother — the  beautiful 
Italian  Donna  who  had  made  the  runaway  match 
with  Papa,  and  had  never  been  spoken  of  again 
by  her  proud  family  until  the  day  of  her  death 
three  years  afterwards.  Papa  was  very  hand- 
some then,  Vanessa  had  always  heard — tall  and 
fair.  He  was  handsome  still — and  so  kind — ^but 
something  about  the  expression  of  his  mouth  had 
always  warned  her  never  to  cross  his  will.  To 
cross  the  will  of  a  parent,  indeed,  had  never  en- 
tered her  head. 

Benjamin  Levy  laid  his  plans  always  many 
years  ahead,  and  deciding  that  perfect  obedience 
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in  his  offspring  might  be  very  useful  when  she 
became  of  marriageable  age,  he  had  selected 
Madame  de  Jainon  as  watch  dog,  chaperone,  and 
guardian  angel,  when  the  English  nurse  left  in 
Vanessa's  fifth  year. 

His  orders  had  been  that  the  girl  should  have 
everything  money  could  buy  but  youthful  com- 
panions, or  the  chance  of  hearing  or  knowing  any- 
thing of  the  modern  spirit  of  insubordination, 
which  was  ruling  the  world.  Especially  belief 
that  all  choice  of  a  husband  should  be  left  in 
parental  hands  was  to  be  inculcated.  Benjamin 
Levy  knew  all  about  the  working  of  the  sub- 
conscious mind,  and  too,  he  knew  that  if  this  be- 
lief was  drummed  in  early  enough,  and  strongly 
enough,  he  probably  would  have  no  difficulty 
when  the  moment  came  to  use  his  authority. 
England  was  too  dangerous  as  a  residence  while 
the  mind  was  forming.  There  was  far  too  much 
liberty — even  in  the  air ! 

So  Vanessa  had  remained  abroad  studying  un- 
der the  best  masters  in  Italy  and  France,  and 
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never  left  alone  by  her  father's  stem  but  capable 
chaperone. 

The  result  of  all  this  care — for  even  the  maids 
were  changed  instantly  if  the  slightest  suspicion 
entered  Madame  de  Jainon's  head  that  they  could 
impart  modern  notions — was  that  Vanessa,  at 
nineteen,  an  exquisitely  cultivated,  accomplished 
girl,  was  as  absolutely  ignorant  of  life  or  its  pos- 
sibilities as  an  intelligent  human  being  could  be. 

"Your  father  will  let  you  see  all  the  world 
in  his  own  good  time,"  Madame  de  Jainon  had 
always  told  her.  And  indeed  everything  was 
made  so  pleasant  that  the  girl  seldom  even  felt 
rebellious.  Her  worst  outbreaks  were  over  her 
frocks.  She  had  naturally  that  dress  sense — that 
perception  of  chic — and  she  was  never  allowed 
to  choose  her  raiment!  Her  father  thoroughly 
disapproved  of  her  entering  shops,  and  the  most 
respectable  and  unfashionable  old  houses  sent 
their  dowdy  fitters  to  attend  Mademoiselle  at 
home. 

"Time  enough  when  she  marries  to  dress  el- 
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egantly,"  her  father  thought,  as  he  examined  a 
bill  from  Chanel's  which  Nanette — a  little  friend 
of  his — ^had  just  presented  to  him. 

Today,  as  he  entered  his  Hampstead  home — 
that  dear  old  Georgian  house  in  its  two  acres  of 
grounds  surrounded  by  high  brick  walls — ^he 
looked  radiant.  He  anticipated  no  opposition 
to  his  plan — and  all  was  couleur  de  rose. 

He  thought  it  prudent  to  take  Madame  de 
Jainon  aside  and  impart  his  decisions  to  her.  She 
had  been  longing  for  this  moment — for  did  not 
a  fat  pension,  and  freedom  await  her,  when  her 
charge  should  wed ! 

As  she  heard  the  name  of  St.  Austel  she  looked 
up  as  though  trying  to  recall  something. 

"Yes — what?"  asked  Benjamin  Levy. 

"Ah — I  know —  It  was  last  night  at  the  opera, 
people  said  it  at  our  back,  and  I  gathered  that  they 
meant  a  gentleman  in  one  of  the  boxes — and  I 
could  identify  which  he  was — ^Vanessa  must  have 
heard  too — and — seen." 

"Capital —     Capital,"    and    Benjamin    Levy 
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nibbed  his  hands.  The  girl,  he  knew,  was  burn- 
ing with  romance — suppressed.  He  could  play 
upon  this  now  if  necessary.  They  lunched  in  the 
early  Victorian  dining  room.  The  whole  house 
had  been  bought  as  it  stood  from  the  executives  of 
a  wealthy  nonagenarian  whose  pride  it  had  been 
for  seventy  years — and  in  his  heart  Benjamin 
Levy  admired  the  style.  Vanessa  had  never 
known  a  really  beautiful  home — ugly,  with  dull- 
ness everywhere — but  she  had  seen  show  palaces 
in  Florence  and  Venice  and  Museums  and  her 
natural  taste  was  fine. 

"A  beauty — a  glorious  beauty,''  her  father  said 
to  himself  as  he  looked  at  her.  Every  line  of 
her  form  was  perfect — the  head  set  like  a  young 
Diana,  and  the  exquisite  curves  of  femininity,  not 
the  modem  boyishness,  showing  through  the  ex- 
treme slendemess  of  her  build. 

Benjamin  Levy  was  a  man  of  great  refinement 
himself — and  her  mother  had  been  the  loveliest 
poor  wellborn  girl  in  Rome.  When  they  had 
finished  their  repast,  served  by  stiff  parlourmaids 
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— Vanessa  was  ordered  to  follow  her  father  into 
his  own  sitting  room. 

Here  he  told  her  quite  simply  that  he  had 
selected  a  husband  for  her — and  she  would  see 
him  that  night.  Vanessa's  splendid  black  eyes 
opened  wide  and  her  face  became  very  pale — 
but  she  did  not  speak.  Benjamin  Levy  knew  the 
thoughts  of  almost  everyone  he  talked  to — and 
he  knew  now  that  some  new  factor  had  entered 
into  the  girl's  imagination  which  might  be  con- 
cerned with  the  night  before. 

"He  saw  you  at  the  Opera  it  appears,  my 
child,"  he  said,  "and  today  he  asked  your  hand 
in  marriage." 

The  blood  came  into  the  white  cheeks. 

"Papa — what  is  his  name^" 

"The  Earl  of  St.  Austel." 

The  beautiful  flush  deepened,  and  Vanessa's 
breath  came  fast. 

"And  he  asked  me  to  marry  him — ^"  Her 
eyes  were  like  stars. 

" — ^And  you  would  really  wish  me  to  do  so, 
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Papa — *?  But  he  must  have  seen  me  often  be- 
fore, though  I  knew  it  not.  I  have  read  that  Eng- 
lish men  only  marry  for — love." 

Her  cheeks  were  like  glowing  roses  now — to 
have  dared  to  have  spoken  of  such  a  forbidden 
thing  as  love  to  her  father!  He  frowned  in  the 
least  degree. 

"That  is  nonsense,  dear.  Among  the  Nobil- 
ity all  marriages  are  arranged  as  in  other  coun- 
tries. Yours  is  arranged — but  probably  the 
Opera  had  something  to  do  with  the  suddenness 
of  the  settling  of  it." 

As  he  spoke  he  did  not  look  at  his  child — he 
felt  he  could  not  meet  her  beautiful  trusting  eyes 
that  were  like  a  peep  of  night  sky  with  a  star 
melted  in  each.  Whether  they  were  dark  blue  or 
black,  no  or  ever  knew  only  that  they  were 
fathomless  and  lovely. 

"Lord  St.  Austel  dines  with  us  tonight  and 
you  will  marry  on  the  fifth  of  June." 

"And  today  is  the  fifteenth  of  May — ^how — • 
very  soon,  Papa." 
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"Long  engagements  are  foolish,  my  dear." 

"Very  well.  Papa." 

Then  Benjamin  Levy  kissed  his  daughter's  ex- 
quisite glowing  cheek,  and  indicated  that  she 
might  leave  him,  and  when  she  had  closed  the 
door,  and  he  heard  her  soft  footsteps  tripping 
away  along  the  corridor — two  tears  gathered  in 
his  light  gray  eyes. 

"Love!"  he  said  to  himself — "No  man  could 
help  loving  her  when  he  knew  her — and  St. 
Austel  is  a  gentleman — and  we  could  not  have 
obtained  him  in  any  other  way." 

But  Vanessa  had  reached  her  own  room  by 
then  and  was  standing  by  the  window  looking 
down  the  hill  over  the  tree  tops  to  the  vortex  of 
London — blue  in  the  distance,  but  she  saw  it  not. 
She  only  saw  the  tired  face  of  a  man — half 
whimsical,  half  sad — and  she  wondered  at  Fate 
— and  again  Tennyson's  words  came  to  her: 

" — And  loved  him — with  that  love  which  was 
her  doom." 
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No!  It  should  be  her  glory,  not  her  doom! 
And  from  a  May-bush  near,  a  thrush  trilled  a 
glad  note. 


CHAPTER  IV 

Hubert's  valet,  who  hero-worshipped  him — 
a  rare  case,  caused  by  war  companionship — was 
heard  to  remark  to  the  butler,  after  his  master 
had  departed  for  Hampstead  that  night,  that  his 
Lordship  had  exactly  the  look  he'd  always  had 
when  they  were  in  for  a  spell  of  the  trenches  at 
some  particularly  muddy  spot.  (He  had,  I  re- 
gret to  say,  used  a  word  beginning  with  another 
letter  which  cannot  be  transcribed  here.)  The 
butler,  who  had  been  over  age,  and  so  unable  to 
share  the  joys  of  foreign  warfare,  asked  a  little 
irritably  of  Mr.  Harding — what  kind  of  a  look 
was  that*? — and  he  was  told  that  it  was  that  of 
a  bulldog  when  he'd  got  his  teeth  into  something 
he  did  not  like,  but  meant  to  hold  onto! 

Neither  knew  that  their  master  was  dining  for 
the  first  time  with  his  fiancee. 

30 
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Vanessa  dressed  with  greatest  care.  She  did 
not  dare  to  alter  the  style  of  her  hair  without  ask- 
ing her  father's  leave — but  she  did  pull  it  just  a 
fraction  looser  in  front.  Her  dress  of  pale  blue 
satin  had  far  too  much  stuff  in  it — which  hid  her 
slender  shape.  Her  naturally  very  white  hands 
were  quite  pink  with  nervousness.  But  her  eyes 
were  shining  and  a  brilliant  flush  was  in  her  white 
cheeks.  She  was  standing  beside  her  father  when 
Lord  St.  Austel  was  announced — and  the  intro- 
duction was  gone  through  immediately. 

Hubert  scarcely  glanced  at  her — all  his  preju- 
diced eye  took  in  was  the  impression  of  a  short, 
rather  gawky  school  girl,  and  the  hand  he  shook 
was  clammily  cold.  The  whole  thing  made  him 
feel  so  furious  that  he  avoided  looking  at  her 
again,  and  confined  himself  to  talking  politics 
with  his  future  father-in-law,  with  an  occasional 
platitude  thrown  in  to  the  two  ladies.  By  the 
end  of  dinner  Vanessa's  heart  had  sunk  into  her 
tiny  blue  slippers  and  her  cheeks  were  pure 
white. 
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Madame  de  Jainon  had  been  prompted  by  her 
employer  to  inform  his  daughter  before  they  came 
down,  that  English  men  were  very  stiff,  and  that 
her  fiance  would  probably  not  think  it  correct  to 
address  her  much — but  never  to  look  at  her  surely 
was  over  doing  it!  The  poor  child  suffered  ter- 
ribly. She  felt  awkward  and  ill  at  ease,  and  close 
to,  Lord  St.  Austel  was  even  more  attractive  than 
she  had  imagined.  She  had  never  before  heard 
a  highly  cultivated  English  voice — for  her  fa- 
ther's, like  her  own,  had  some  slightly  foreign  in- 
tonation in  it.  In  her  case  it  was  peculiarly  al- 
luring— ^but  this  she  did  not  guess — ^nor  that  her 
phrasing  in  almost  over  perfect  English  had 
something  delightfully  distinguished  about  it. 

Even  Hubert  was  aware  that  the  few  sentences 
she  uttered  had  a  charm  for  the  ear.  But  his 
high-bred,  casual  tones  pleased  Vanessa  more  than 
anything  she  had  ever  heard.  Everything  about 
him  thrilled  her.  She  noticed  his  strong  fine 
hands — and  every  atom  of  his  dress,  and  the  way 
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his  shirt  fitted,  and  his  immaculate  white  waist- 
coat, and  how  his  white  tie  was  tied.  She  hardly 
dared  to  raise  her  eyes  higher  than  his  chin — 
but  once  or  twice  she  did  look  fully  at  him,  and 
her  heart  beat  so  she  believed  the  rest  must  hear  it ! 

After  dinner  the  two  elder  persons  thought  fit 
to  leave  the  fiances  to  speak  to  each  other  while 
they  withdrew  to  a  farther  part  of  the  room  on 
some  pretext.  Hubert  began;  he  was  unaware 
of  it,  but  there  was  a  shade  of  arrogance  and  even 
sarcasm  in  his  tone — for  he  thought  the  daugh- 
ter must  be  just  as  great  a  schemer  as  the  father, 
to  be  willing  to  take  him  without  knowing  him. 

"I  hope  you  don't  mind  much  marrying  me. 
Miss  Levy,"  he  said. 

"My  father  has  told  me  of  your  wishes."  Her 
beautiful  eyes  were  turned  to  the  carpet  again,  or 
she  would  have  seen  the  flash  of  surprised  con- 
tempt in  Hubert's. 

"And  of  course  I  do  as  he  desires  me.  which  is 
that  I  comply  with  them." 


•^ 
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Hubert  brought  out  a  fine  diamond  ring  he  had 
bought  at  Cartier's  that  afternoon. 

"'Will  you  wear  this,  please,"  and  he  took  her 
hand.  It  had  grown  whiter  now  that  her  circula- 
tion had  improved,  but  he  never  saw  that  the 
shape  was  perfect,  or  the  nails  polished  delicately. 
He  just  slipped  the  ring  on  and  dropped  the  hand 
at  once. 

"Thank  you,"  he  muttered  and  then  he  turned 
away  and  Benjamin  Levy,  scenting  that  complica- 
tions might  arise,  joined  them  again  quickly. 

"I  shall  be  obliged  to  go  down  to  my  property 
in  Wales  for  a  fortnight  on  Monday,"  Hubert 
announced  to  his  future  father-in-law,  "but  I 
hope  you  and  Miss  Levy  and  Madame  de  Jainon 
will  dine  with  me  on  Sunday  night  to  meet  my 
aunt.  Lady  Merton,  and  my  uncle  and  aunt,  Lord 
and  Lady  Hurlshire." 

Mr.  Levy  accepted  with  pleasure.  He  was  im- 
mensely gratified  that  Lord  St.  Austel  was  taking 
it  so  well.  But  he  knew  the  breed  of  gentlemen 
— and  had  calculated  that  once  the  bargain  was 
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made  his  Lordship  would  probably  be  suavely 
courteous,  whatever  he  might  feel. 

They  talked  a  little  longer.  Benjamin  Levy's 
views  on  matters  of  state  were  always  worth 
listening  to,  and  Hubert's  air  of  restrained  bore- 
dom lightened.  Vanessa  gazed  at  him  now  with 
profound  admiration  for  a  second,  then  pulled 
herself  together,  so  that  when  the  aloof  fiance  said 
a  cold  good  night  to  her  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
later,  she  stood  with  her  head  raised  a  little 
haughtily,  and  with  the  queen-like  carriage  of 
figure  which  was  habitual  to  her. 

But  he  never  noticed  this  or  anything  else. 
The  evening  had  been  a  nightmare.  He  went 
into  White's  on  the  way  home,  and  had  a  stiff 
brandy  and  soda.  Some  of  the  men  who  were 
there  remembered  afterwards  his  strange  face. 

For  a  bombshell  fell  upon  London  next  morn- 
ing when  the  papers  announced  the  approaching 
marriage  of  "the  Right  Honourable,  the  Earl  of 
St.  Austel,  D.S.O.,  M.C.  and  the  rest,  and 
Vanessa,  only  child  of  Benjamin  Levy,  Esquire 
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of  Hawthorne  House,  Hampstead  and  112  me 
de  Bassano,  Paris."  But  Hubert  had  motored 
down  to  St.  Austel,  his  place  in  Hampshire  with 
Colonel  Dangerfield  early,  before  even  his  best 
friends  could  ring  him  up — after  reading  the  news. 

Vanessa  lay  in  her  pink  chintz  curtained  bed, 
quivering  all  over  with  excitement  when  her  maid 
brought  in  the  Morning  Post — the  only  Journal 
she  was  allowed  to  read.  The  maid  was  elderly 
and  French,  and  knew  her  master's  views  and 
played  up  to  his  orders.  She  congratulated  her 
Mademoiselle  and  assured  her  golden  happiness 
lay  ahead  for  her,  in  the  role  of  an  English 
Countess. 

And  when  the  romantic  child  was  alone,  she 
kissed  Hubert's  diamond  ring.  Of  course  he 
would  love  her  some  day  when  they  were  mar- 
ried. She  knew  nothing  of  men,  and  Madame 
de  Jainon  had  told  her,  as  they  went  up  to  bed, 
that  Lord  St.  Austel  was  everything  that  was  well 
bred  and  aristocratic,  with  no  vulgar  gush  or  ex- 
hibition of  devotion. 
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"But  It  is  there — Cherie,"  she  ended  with. 
"You  will  see,"  and  Vanessa  tried  to  content  her- 
self. 

Hubert  came  back  from  St.  Austel  on  the  fol- 
lowing day  which  was  Friday.  There  was  yet 
another  interview  with  a  woman  to  be  gone 
through ! 

The  Duchess  of  Lincolnwood  would  have  read 
the  announcement  though,  so  the  worst  would  be 
over.  She  had  snatched  up  the  paper  for  two 
days,  expecting  to  find  the  hateful  news,  but  when 
she  did  see  it  on  the  Friday,  the  pain  and  chagrin 
was  almost  as  great  as  though  she  had  not  ex- 
pected anything.  Everyone  in  London  knew 
who  Benjamin  Levy  was,  and  numbers  of  people 
had  received  him  even  in  a  social  way — but  a 
daughter  had  never  been  mentioned — and  what 
could  have  induced  Hubert,  of  all  men,  to  think 
of  such  a  marriage^  Hubert  who  was  rich  and 
independent,  and  without  a  mercenary  instinct  in 
him.  Hubert,  the  exclusive  aristocrat,  who  never 
troubled  himself  about  parvenus! 
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The  Eighth  Earl  of  St.  Austel  to  marry  a  money 
lender's  daughter!  Of  course,  since  the  war, 
everything  had  gone  by  the  board,  and  there  were 
no  barriers — but  still!  Tongues  wagged  for 
hours.  And  the  old  Marquis  and  Marchioness 
of  Hurlshire,  and  the  other  aunts  and  uncles — 
fortunately  few — felt  it  their  duty  to  remonstrate. 

His  Lordship  received  all  their  messages  when 
he  returned  to  London  on  Friday  morning.  His 
tact  was  perfect,  and  without  offending  them,  he 
made  them  all  understand  that  he  would  do  what 
he  pleased. 

The  old  Marchioness  of  Hurlshire  shook  her 
grey  head  and  suddenly  ceased  all  opposition. 

"There's  more  in  this  than  meets  the  eye,"  she 
decided,  "and  perhaps  it  will  be  better  for  Hurl- 
shire not  to  suspect  anything,  or  he  might  do 
something  quixotic  and  ruin  us  all." 

And  if  she  took  a  stand  the  rest  of  the  family 
followed — so  all  that  would  go  smoothly. 

When  Lord  St.  Austel  was  shown  into  Allice's 
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sitting  room,  in  the  house  in  upper  Brook  Street, 
she  had  had  the  lights  low  and  a  wood  fire  burn- 
ing. She  looked  very  lovely  and  rather  woe- 
begone. 

Hubert  sat  down  on  a  chair  near,  but  not  on  the 
sofa  beside  her.     He  did  not  speak. 

"Well*?"  she  asked  with  a  shade  of  impa- 
tience—  "Well*?  I  want  to  hear  all  about  it — 
Why —  Why,  Hubert,  are  you  choosing  a  Jew's 
daughter?' 

"She  is  a  very  nice  girl  who  has  been  brought 
up  away  from  our  delightful  world." 

Her  Grace  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"Is  that  the  reason — or  do  you  love  her?'* 

A  whimsical  smile  came  into  his  eyes. 

"Women  are  always  so  interested  in  a  man's 
feelings.     May  I  smoke"?" 

"Which  means  that  you  do  love  her  and  are 
afraid  to  tell  me  so.     Smoke  if  you  wish." 

"Why  should  I  be  afraid,  Allice?" 

He  looked  her  so  straight  in  the  face  that  her 
haggard  eyes  fell.     She  remembered  that  during 
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the  warmest  period  of  their  friendship,  he  had 
never  said  that  sentence  more  desired  of  women 
than  any  other — "I  love  you."  Always  he  had 
been  illusive — sometimes  passionate — often  in- 
different— seldom  tender.  And  she  had  been 
obliged  to  tell  herself  that  he  loved  her,  since  he 
came  to  see  her  every  day  and  stayed  in  all  the 
country  houses  she  frequented.  She  had  not 
brains  enough  now  to  play  the  part  of  sym- 
pathetic friend,  congratulating  him  on  his  good 
fortune,  and  letting  him  see  what  he  had  thrown 
away  by  inference.  She  felt  she  wanted  to  ques- 
tion him  although  she  knew  that  each  moment  she 
was  antagonizing  him  more. 

"What  is  she  like — this  new  love?" 

Hubert  looked  lazy  as  he  leaned  back  in  the 
chair. 

"Dark — and  very  young." 

"Is  her  hair  screwed  off  her  face  and  plaited 
behind  into  a  bun?"  Her  light  eyes  flashed 
fiercely. 
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Hubert  was  startled  but  he  would  not  let  her 
see  it. 

"Yes, — I  believe  it  is." 

Allice  subsided  into  her  pillows. 

"I  knew  it,"  she  almost  sobbed,  "and  you  dared 
to  sit  in  my  Opera  box  on  Tuesday  night  when 
she  was  there  right  under  us,  and  you  never  even 
pointed  her  out  to  me !  No  wonder  she  was  gaz- 
ing in  that  rapt  way  at  the  omnibus  box  before 
you  joined  me."     Tears  were  now  in  her  eyes. 

"Here's  news!"  Lord  St.  Austel  was  thinking, 
but  he  said  aloud : 

"Don't  be  dramatic,  Allice — Fairest — let's 
shake  hands  and  be  friends." 

He  bent  over  and  took  one  of  hers.  She  had 
not  pretty  nails  although  they  were  so  beautifully 
polished  and  he  had  never  cared  to  look  at  them 
— but  a  woman's  hands  were  meant  to  be  kissed — 
sometimes,  even  if  you  had  to  do  it  with  your 
eyes  shut.  So  he  bent  his  head  and  kissed  Allice's 
white  rather  hard  fingers. 
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"There,  now  you  know  all  about  it — I  am 
marrying  on  the  fifth  of  June.  Do  give  me  some 
tea." 


CHAPTER  V 

There  were  tremendous  crowds  outside  St. 
Margaret's,  Westminster,  on  the  fifth  of  June — 
and  the  whole  of  the  peerage  seemed  to  be 
gathered  within,  and  in  one  of  the  last  pews  was 
Oscar  Issacson.  His  face  was  deadly  pale  and 
his  black  eyes  gleamed — ^but  no  one  noticed  him. 

Hubert  had  an  air  of  Sphinx-like  immobility 
as  he  waited  at  the  altar  for  his  bride.  She  had 
had  a  very  bad  cold  on  the  night  she  and  her 
father  were  to  dine  with  him  and  the  dinner  had 
to  be  postponed  as  Hubert  had  to  leave  on  the 
Monday  on  most  important  political  business  in 
the  North.  His  family  had  called  on  Miss  Levy 
and  made  her  acquaintance  in  his  absence. 

How  well  they  were  all  playing  the  game,  he 
thought,  when  they  wrote  to  him  that  she  was  a 
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charming,  lovely  girl.  He  had  carefully  only 
returned  the  night  before  the  wedding,  and  had 
never  seen  Vanessa  except  on  that  first  evening  of 
their  engagement.  Incredible  as  this  seemed  to 
his  servants,  who  were  the  only  people  outside 
the  Hampstead  home  who  knew  about  it — they 
were  accustomed  to  their  master  doing  what  he 
pleased  without  question. 

And  Lord  St.  Austel  had  said  to  Benjamin 
Levy: 

* 'Don't  force  me  to  play  the  part  of  fiance — or 
I  shall  break  the  whole  bargain.  Get  the  law 
business  and  settlements  through  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible, and  let  us  have  the  thing  over."  Then  he 
added,  "I  do  not  know  of  what  religion  your 
daughter  may  be,  but  I  intend  that  the  marriage 
shall  take  place  at  St.  Margaret's,  Westminster 
— my  family  are  accustomed  to  attend  these 
ceremonies  there." 

Benjamin  Levy  was  not  without  his  own  sense 
of  humour,  and  he  smiled  finely. 

"My  daughter  has  been  trained  to  accept  the 
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religion  of  whatever  husband  I  should  decide  to 
give  her." 

"Admirable  system,"  and  His  Lordship  lit  a 
cigarette.  Strangely  enough  the  two  men  got 
on  quite  well  together — when  they  had  to 
meet! 

Hubert  had  given  orders  for  suitable  presents 
to  be  sent  the  bride  during  his  absence  and  with 
the  first  one  he  wrote  her  a  note. 

"Dear  Miss  Levy  : — I  hope  you  will  accept  this  little 
token  of  my  esteem,  and  that  your  cold  is  better. 
Yours  very  sincerely, 

St.  Austel" 

Not  a  warm  love  billet  for  a  girl  to  receive! 
and  even  though  Vanessa  had  been  trained  by 
Madame  de  Jainon  in  the  school  of  her  own 
grandmother  of  Louis  Phillip's  time — she  found 
some  fault  with  it.     Madame  de  Jainon  frowned. 

"Your  marriage  is  not  as  other  girls'  marriages 
are  now,  dear — ^but  that  is  how  the  English  No- 
bility act." 
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"But  I  shall  be  his  wife — will  he  never  speak 
to  me — ?  love  me?" 

Madame  de  Jainon  assured  her  that  marriages 
of  the  Nobility  were  not  vulgar  affairs  of  the 
heart. 

"But  is  love  vulgar?"  the  poor  child  asked. 

It  was  a  frightful  disappointment  that  she 
should  have  been  ill  in  bed  with  a  feverish  cold 
for  that  first  dinner — and  for  a  week  afterwards 
— and  then  that  she  should  see  her  future  rela- 
tions without  her  fiance.  The  Marchioness  of 
Hurlshire  had  called  at  the  Hampstead  home  and 
seen  her  future  niece  alone,  and  Vanessa's  ex- 
quisite old-fashioned  grace  and  deference  had 
won  the  old  lady's  heart. 

Another  Peeress,  under  deep  obligations  to 
Benjamin  Levy,  and  willing  to  follow  his  orders, 
had  been  told  to  see  about  the  trousseau  and 
wedding  raiment — and  it  was  a  changed  Vanessa 
who  walked  up  the  aisle  on  her  father's  arm.  A 
snow  white  bride  without  a  single  jewel  but  her 
mother's  magnificent  pearls.     The  tulle  veil  hid 
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her  white  face,  and  Hubert  in  any  case  was  too 
uninterested  to  have  looked  at  it. 

A  cynical  rage  was  filling  his  heart — all  this 
was  the  price  of  keeping  faith  with  his  friends 
and  must  be  borne  as  a  man  had  to  bear  any  other 
calamity — without  showing  his  hurt  to  the  world. 

Vanessa's  whole  engagement  had  been  one  of 
breathless  thrills  to  her — alternate  depression  and 
exaltation — each  doubt  sedulously  smothered 
away  by  her  father,  who  knew  the  impulses  and 
emotions  of  humanity,  and  detected  everything 
that  was  passing  in  his  child's  soul. 

"It  will  end  perfectly  when  they  are  once 
alone,"  he  said  to  himself.  "She  will  be  a  de- 
licious surprise  to  His  Lordship's  jaded  imagina- 
tion." 

Hubert's  one  sorrow  was  that  Ralph  Danger- 
field  could  not  see  him  through.  He  had  been 
ordered  to  Paris  for  treatment  and  had  left  Eng- 
land without  even  seeing  Miss  Levy. 

The  honeymoon  was  to  be  spent  at  St.  Austel 
and  then  they  were  to  return  in  a  day  or  two  for 
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the  bride's  presentation  at  the  first  June  court  of 
the  Season. 

All  ice,  Duchess  of  Lincoln  wood,  had  thought 
of  going  abroad  so  as  to  be  absent  at  this  date, 
but  eventually  her  pride  had  made  her  remain 
and  attend  the  ceremony,  and  one  of  the  only 
things  which  registered  on  the  bride's  brain  as 
she  came  down  the  aisle  on  her  reluctant  hus- 
band's arm,  was  the  sight  of  the  same  fair  lady 
that  she  had  seen  at  the  opera — standing  at  the 
end  of  a  pew — and  an  instantaneous  sensation  of 
jealousy  crept  over  her. 

Hubert's  feeling  as  he  had  made  all  the  vows, 
was  sardonic — ^Vanessa  solemnly  devout.  The 
service  was  fully  choral,  and  lasted  an  hour.  But 
eventually  they  were  in  the  motor — ^alone  for 
the  first  time  in  their  lives. 

Hubert's  face  was  a  mask — hers  as  white  as  the 
lilies  in  her  bouquet.  She  was  so  deeply  moved. 
What  would  he  say  to  her?  Sir  Lancelot! 
Surely  it  would  be  something  wonderful.  Would 
he  take  her  hand?     Would  he  show  some  of  the 
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esteem  which  he  of  course  must  be  feeling,  since 
Madame  de  Jainon  had  assured  her  that  the  mar- 
riage must  be  one  of  great  mutual  appreciation. 
What  he  did  say,  was: 

"I  believe  it  is  going  to  rain,"  then  he  looked 
out  of  the  window  to  see — a  few  white  clouds 
alone  obscured  the  sun !  Vanessa  could  not  think 
of  what  answer  to  make. 

By  the  time  they  had  reached  the  Ritz,  where 
the  reception  was  being  held,  it  was  nearly  four 
o'clock — and  except  for  a  further  discussion  about 
the  weather,  they  had  not  spoken  a  word.  Here 
they  stood  together  receiving  congratulations. 
Everyone  was  of  the  opinion  that  the  bride  was 
the  loveliest  exotic  flower  that  had  been  dis- 
covered in  a  bunch  of  Sundays. 

"She  does  not  look  the  least  Jewish,"  a  woman 
said  to  a  man  who  knew  everything. 

"Mother  was  an  Italian  as  Catholic  as  they 
make  'em — one  of  the  Montinani's,  I  believe." 

"Oh — St.  Austel  does  not  look  appreciative.'* 

"Very  reserved  dog — old  Hubert!" 
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"Of  course  she  is  divinely  beautiful — how  I 
hate  her" — were  Allice  Lincolnwood's  thoughts. 

Then,  well  after  five  o'clock,  Vanessa  went 
to  change  her  wedding  raiment.  By  this  time  she 
was  almost  worn  out  with  excitement — and 
wonder. 

"And  what  do  you  think,"  Mr.  Harding  con- 
fided to  his  friend  the  butler  at  St.  Austel,  later 
on,  "all  the  time  I  was  changing  His  lordship 
from  his  cutaways  to  his  lounge  suit,  he  spoke 
about  his  new  guns  at  Purdy's  and  what  the  rain 
would  have  done  to  the  young  grouse — for  all  the 
world  as  if  we  was  starting  North  for  the  i2th!" 

Things  were  not  as  they  used  to  be  in  his  young 
days,  the  butler,  Mr.  Fodder,  agreed.  People 
then  got  a  bit  excited  on  their  wedding  days. 

There  was  not  a  soul  who  wished  them  God- 
speed as  they  finally  entered  the  Rolls-Royce, 
who  could  determine  what  the  marriage  had 
been  made  for.  It  must  be  love,  with  so  beauti- 
ful   a    creature — was    the    general    impression. 
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And  it  was  like  Hubert  to  look  as  cool  as  a  cu- 
cumber and  confirm  nothing  I 

Benjamin  Levy  had  kissed  his  daughter.  He 
felt  too  deeply  to  speak^-and  Madame  de 
Jainon's  last  words  were : 

''Remember,  Chere  enfant — there  are  many 
things  in  marriage  which  are  a  great  mystery  to 
young  girls,  but  submission  and  esteme  carry 
them  through." 

"Horrid  nuisance  this  traffic,"  was  the  inter- 
esting remark  the  bride  heard  as  they  were  going 
over  Hammersmith  Bridge.  She  was  becoming 
so  awkward  and  frightened  by  now,  at  the  silence 
which  had  lasted  since  they  started,  that  she  al- 
most giggled. 

"Yes,  isn't  it,"  she  managed  to  whisper. 

"Do  you  like  the  country^"  Hubert  felt  this 
was  a  suitable  sort  of  thing  to  go  on  with.  But 
she  told  him  that  she  had  never  seen  the  English 
country  much — and  had  never  been  in  a  country 
house  before. 
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"Are  we  to  live  at  St.  Austel*?"  she  asked  tim- 
idly. 

"It  is  a  nice  old  place  to  run  down  to — I  dare 
say  we  shall  not  live  much  anywhere — one  does 
different  things  at  different  times  of  the  year," 
Hubert  said. 

Vanessa  had  been  picturing  a  home — a  place 
that  she  could  learn  all  the  traditions  of,  and 
grow  to  love.  Her  father  had  told  her  that  she 
must  study  the  welfare  of  the  tenants,  and  do  her 
duty  in  all  ways  that  a  Countess  should — and  in- 
deed she  was  going  to  try. 

Benjamin  Levy  did  not  suggest  to  his  daughter 
that  she  might  have  an  uphill  path  to  climb 
against  prejudice  to  a  money  lender's  daughter — 
for  Vanessa  was  as  proud  as  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  would  not  have  understood  his  mean- 
ing. 

"How  long  does  it  take  to  get  there?"  she 
asked  after  about  ten  minutes  during  which  Hu- 
bert had  sat  in  his  corner  of  the  car  with  an  air 
of  fatigued  repose. 
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"Two  hours  exactly  from  Piccadilly — we  shall 
arrive  about  eight  I  suppose." 

If  he  had  turned  a  little  he  would  have  seen 
Vanessa's  lovely  profile  cut  against  the  late  after- 
noon sunlight — but  he  did  not  turn.  He  felt  that 
if  he  looked  at  her  she  would  discover  the  dislike 
and  resentment  which  might  lurk  in  his  eyes.  In 
all  his  life  he  had  never  felt  such  a  fool,  or  so 
mad  with  this  agreeable  world.  And  so  the  two 
hours  passed  with  one  or  the  other  making  plati- 
tudes— and  when  the  shadows  were  all  soft  they 
came  to  the  East  Lodge  gates. 

Here,  the  Lodge  Keeper's  little  daughter  pre- 
sented a  bouquet — and  a  small  crowd  cheered. 
His  Lordship  had  given  express  orders  that  there 
was  to  be  no  demonstration — the  honeymoon  was 
to  be  in  peace. 

Vanessa's  heart  beat  frantically — as  she 
smiled  and  bowed — taking  the  flowers,  while 
Hubert  raised  his  hat  and  nodded  to  these  old 
friends — then  they  drove  on — and  the  bride  bur- 
ied her  face  in  the  posy. 
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"Oh,  .how  beautiful !"  she  exclaimed  as  the  car 
reached  a  point  where  the  undulating  ground 
showed  the  stately  house  far  away  on  the  next 
elevation  amid  the  trees.  Then  bucks  scattered 
at  their  approach. 

So  there  were  deer,  Vanessa  thought — an  Eng- 
lish park  with  deer  in  it,  as  she  had  read — and  a 
great  English  house — ^her  sometime  abiding  place 
if  not  a  home.  But  now  emotion  had  crept  into 
Hubert's  eyes  in  spite  of  himself  and  showed 
around  his  firm  lips. 

The  hideousness  of  the  price  he  had  had  to  pay 
for  his  honour  I — came  freshly  to  him — tied  to  a 
dark  little  Jewess — and  taking  her  home  to  a  spot 
where  every  tree  was  sacred — every  stone  en- 
deared to  him — every  proud  memory  near  his 
heart — for  with  a  surface  indifference  and  cyni- 
cism, Hubert  adored  his  birthplace  with  its  tradi- 
tions, as  much  as  though  he  had  been  the  hero  of  a 
nineteenth  century  romance. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  front  door  the  bride 
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only  caught  a  glimpse  of  red  brick  and  tall  win- 
dows, in  a  flash,  and  then  of  stately  servants 
standing  by  an  open  door,  and  she  heard  her  hus- 
band's voice  saying: 

"I  hope  you  are  not  very  tired."  But  when 
she  reached  her  room,  to  which  a  still  more  stately 
housekeeper  had  conducted  her,  she  had  only  a 
dim  impression  of  the  saloon  through  which  they 
had  passed,  and  then  a  great  staircase  and  a  long 
gallery  from  whose  walls  portraits  of  Culverdales 
stared  at  her. 

*'I  hope  your  Ladyship  will  find  everything  to 
your  liking — and  we  all  wish  you  happiness," 
Mrs.  Hopkins  said. 

The  room  was  the  state  room  decorated  by  one 
Chippendale  when  he  was  in  his  most  pronounc- 
edly Chinese  mood. 

Vanessa's  French  maid,  Madelaine,  came  for- 
ward from  the  dressing  room — and  wished  her 
mistress  happiness,  too,  a  note  of  new  deference 
in  her  voice — and  Vanessa  stood  smiling  at  both 
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women,  with  the  mien  of  a  young  Empress. 
Neither  should  see  how  strange  and — lonely — 
she  felt. 


CHAPTER  VI 

Meanwhile  the  Lord  of  the  Manor  had  walked 
on  to  the  terrace  beyond  the  saloon  windows  and 
was  looking  at  the  view.  The  young  green  of 
the  beeches  appeared  all  soft  and  tender  in  the 
setting  sunlight.  They  came  up  in  groups  near 
the  house  on  either  side  of  the  vast  velvet  lawn 
— and  beyond  that  you  could  see  the  balustrade 
which  bordered  the  Italian  sunken  garden,  and  in 
the  distance  the  park  undulating  to  the  sky  line. 
Nothing  more  peaceful  could  be  imagined.  But 
Hubert's  heart  was  at  war  with  the  world. 
Everything  he  looked  at  was  so  stately,  so  full  of 
tradition — and  he  was  breaking  it  all.  He 
turned  back  into  the  saloon,  the  windows  of  which 
opened  on  to  this  old  stone-paved  terrace. 

Fancy  the  little  money  lender's  daughter  dis- 
pensing tea  over  there  in  the  Greek  Rotunda  close 

17 
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to  the  beeches,  where  his  mother  used  to  sit! 
That  dear  mother  who  had  died  during  the  war ! 

But  these  reflections  would  never  do — ^he  had  to 
dress  for  dinner  and  get  on  with  the  honeymoon ! 

Vanessa  looked  a  picture  of  beauty  as  she 
timidly  opened  the  door  of  the  state  dressing 
rooms  and  entered  the  boudoir  beyond.  It  was 
the  first  time  that  she  had  worn  a  garment  with 
long  draperies  hanging — a  soft,  shimmering, 
clinging  thing  of  palest  rose,  and  a  bunch  of 
blush  roses  were  fastened  in  the  girdle  at  the  side. 
What  ought  she  to  do? 

It  was  growing  dusk — it  must  be  half -past 
nine.  Lord  St.  Austel  had  said  they  would  dine 
about  then.  The  door  on  the  other  side  of  the 
state  bedroom  led  into  the  second  state  dressing 
room,  Mrs.  Hopkins  had  said.  Was  her — ^her 
husband,  dressing  in  there,  she  wondered?  Her 
husband!     She  whispered  the  word. 

While  she  was  standing  undecidedly,  she  heard 
a  knock  on  the  door  of  the  dressing  room  she  had 
left,  and  she  heard  Madelaine  open  it.     It  was 
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the  butler  with  a  polite  message  that  "His  Lord- 
ship was  waiting  for  Her  Ladyship  in  the  saloon." 
Vanessa's  heart  began  to  beat  in  her  throat.  But 
she  gathered  all  her  pride  together  and  followed 
the  punctilious  Podder  through  the  gallery  and 
down  the  great  stairs,  and  there  was  Hubert 
standing  in  the  center  of  the  saloon  waiting  for 
her.     He  hardly  raised  his  eyes  at  her  approach. 

The  lamps  were  all  lit,  but  the  windows  were 
still  open  on  to  the  terrace,  and  Vanessa  could 
see  the  beautiful  view  beyond.  A  sudden  feeling 
of  intense  shyness  came  over  her — the  splendour 
and  state  of  everything  overwhelmed  her.  She 
hesitated — then  Hubert  came  forward  and  gave 
her  his  arm  with  courtly  politeness  and,  preceded 
by  the  butler,  they  walked  slowly  across  the  hun- 
dred feet  to  the  door  of  the  green  drawing  room 
— and  through  that  to  an  anteroom,  all  filled 
with  cases  of  wonderful  china — and  so,  at  last, 
between  the  doors  held  open  by  powdered  foot- 
men, they  entered  the  dining  room  itself.  Their 
table  looked  so  small  in  the  center  of  the  great 
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space  of  velvet  carpet.  With  immense  state  Mr. 
Podder  held  Her  Ladyship's  chair  for  Her  Lady- 
ship to  sit  down,  and  Vanessa  was  glad  to  sink 
into  it-^her  knees  seemed  giving  way  beneath 
her.  For  during  the  walk  there,  Lord  St.  Austel 
■ — Hubert — her  husband — had  not  uttered  a 
word!  Surely  this  aloofness  was  greater  than 
the  occasion  demanded !  Could  it  be  that  he  had 
taken  some  dislike  to  her*?  Had  she  done  or  said 
anything  which  was  out  of  placed 

Then  Hubert  did  break  the  ice — although  he 
did  not  look  at  her,  he  began  to  talk.  Music 
would  be  a  safe  theme,  he  felt,  while  the  serv- 
ants came  and  went!     Did  she  like  music ^ 

"Oh!  Yes!"  The  poor,  lovely  child  said. 
"Especially  I  like  'Butterfly' — ^you  remember  it 
was  being  given  that  night  at  the  opera — when 
you  saw  me." 

Hubert  raised  his  head — there  came  to  his 
mind  some  vague  remembrance  of  something — 
had  not  Allice  spoken  of  this? 

Vanessa  sensed  that  there  was  some  surprise  in 
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him — it  frightened  her,  she  blushed  and  went  on, 
the  timidity  increasing. 

"The  night  you  were  in  the  Duchess  of  Lin- 
colnwood's   box — it   was   the   first   time    I   saw 


you " 

He  did  look  at  her  now  for  a  moment,  but  she 
had  turned  her  head  away,  and  the  soup  was  be- 
ing removed. 

"Oh — Ah — Yes,"  he  murmured  lamely. 

He  could  not  admit  that  he  had  not  realized 
that  she  was  there ! — so  he  plunged  into  the  mer- 
its and  demerits  of  Puccini  and  his  difference  to 
the  modern  composers. 

"Perhaps  he  is  shy  too,"  Vanessa  was  thinking, 
"but  I  wish  he  would  tell  me  of  the  other  times 
when  he  must  have  seen  me." 

The  butler  now  filled  her  glass  with  cham- 
pagne. Her  father  had  seldom  permitted  her  to 
taste  it  before — perhaps  if  she  drank  some  she 
would  not  feel  so  awfully  nervous.  Hubert  was 
thinking  the  same  thing.  He  quaffed  down  his 
first  glass  at  a  draught.     It  helped  matters  but  a 
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little,  and  keeping  to  such  subjects  as  painting 
and  music,  the  repast  eventually  ended.  But 
Vanessa  had  never  been  at  ease.  Where  did 
those  noiseless  servants  go  when  they  disappeared 
behind  the  tapestry  screen *?  Could  they  hear 
everything  that  was  being  said?  Would  they 
attend  every  meal  which  she  and  Hubert  ate  to- 
gether? At  last  it  seemed  that  they  had  retired 
for  good — and  Lord  St.  Austel  rose,  and  lighting 
a  cigarette,  said  casually  that  they  would  have 
coffee  in  the  blue  drawing  room,  and  they  re- 
turned to  the  saloon. 

There  were  several  drawing  rooms,  then? 
What  a  very  large  house  it  must  be — as  big,  if 
not  bigger,  than  a  Florentine  Palace ! 

The  blue  drawing  room  was  not  so  enormous 
as  the  green  one,  on  the  other  side  of  the  saloon. 
It  looked  more  lived  in  also.  Vanessa  could  see 
a  photograph  of  the  Duchess  of  Lincolnwood, 
with  one  or  two  others,  on  one  of  the  tables — in 
wonderfully  cleaned  old  silver  frames.     There 
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were  finely  bound  books,  too,  and  quantities  of 
flowers,  and  the  chairs,  although  of  the  eighteenth 
century  stiffness  of  gilding  and  blue  damask, 
looked  more  comfortable.  She  noticed  the  writ- 
ing tables  in  each  room  she  had  passed  through. 
How  perfectly  appointed — with  every  known 
implement — the  coronet  on  the  tooled,  leather 
blotters,  and  on  the  quantities  of  writing  paper. 
Whose  duty  could  it  be  to  attend  to  all  that*?  If 
it  was  going  to  be  her — home,  she  ought  some  day, 
perhaps,  to  know  such  things. 

The  servants  now  brought  in  the  coffee,  and 
that  relieved  the  strained  silence  which  had  over- 
powered them  again.  It  was  a  perfectly  beauti- 
ful night,  and  the  windows  were  open  on  to  the 
terrace.  Lord  St.  Austel  put  down  his  cup  and 
looked  towards  the  star-lit  scene.  He  must  pull 
himself  together  and  try  to  be  more  like  a  bride- 
groom. He  drank  a  third  Benedictine;  his  bride 
had  refused  both  coffee  and  liqueurs. 

What  on  earth  could  he  talk  to  her  about? 
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They  had  finished  music  and  painting  at  dinner. 
There  was  a  grand  piano  open  in  the  room — per- 
haps she  played^     Perhaps  she  sang"? 

"Won't  you  play  something?"  he  said,  almost 
awkwardly — he,  Hubert  St.  Austel,  to  be  un- 
nerved by  the  little  daughter  of  old  Benjamin 
Levy — the  money  lender !  Vanessa,  thankful  for 
any  diversion,  rose  willingly,  and  went  to  the 
piano — but  she  was  too  nervous  to  put  any  feeling 
into  her  music — she  struck  the  notes  mechanically, 
and  all  Hubert  thought  was  that  she  had  had  a 
good  music  master!  He  went  through  the  win- 
dow and  stood  there  in  the  lovely  summer  night. 

What  on  earth  was  there  to  be  done?  He 
could  not  pretend  that  he  had  letters  to  write. 
How  could  he  get  her  to  go  to  her  room? 

He  came  back  and  leaned  upon  the  piano  for 
a  minute — this  finished  Vanessa's  composure — 
she  faltered  and  stopped  altogether. 

"Couldn't  we  go  out  on  the  terrace — it  is  so 
hot,"  she  said  with  a  gasp  in  her  voice. 


I 
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And  they  went 

Meanwhile,  up  in  the  right  hand  state  dressing 
room,  Mr.  Harding,  his  Lordship's  valet,  was 
laying  out  his  Lordship's  trousseau  night  wear — 
to  the  intense  admiration  of  Agnes  Johnson,  one 
of  the  under  housemaids.  She  picked  up  the 
wonderful  silk  coat,  with  reverence,  while  Hard- 
ing held  up  the  rest  of  the  suit. 

''I  had  to  order  them  myself  from  Charvet's," 
he  announced  confidentially.  "His  Lordship 
said  as  how  his  pinks  we  bought  at  Easter,  and 
which  he  has  not  yet  worn,  would  do,  but  I  would 
not  hear  of  it —  'Lavender,  my  Lord,'  I  said,  'is 
the  right  shade  for  a  wedding  journey!'  and  his 
Lordship  answered  in  his  absent  way,  'Oh!  All 
right,  Harding' —     So  here  they  are!" 

"What  silk! — soft  as  a  flower!" — and  Agnes 
sighed.     "What  a  happy  young  lady!" 

The  head  housemaid  in  the  dressing  room  at 
the  left  of  the  state  bedroom  was  experiencing 
thrills  also  in  her  elderly  maiden  heart,  for  was 
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not  Mademoiselle  Madelaine,  too,  displaying 
wedding  raiment  of  gossamer  texture,  the  shade 
"of  a  blush  rose!"  And  below  the  fairy-like 
nightgown  and  dressing  gown,  there  peeped  a  pair 
of  minute  mules — with  little  rosebuds  and  forget- 
me-nots  for  buckles. 

Sarah  Brown  lifted  one  up. 

"I  never  did  see  a  slipper  that  size!"  she  ex- 
claimed to  the  French  maid —  "Threes — I  sup- 
pose*?" 

"Twos,"  came  with  arrogance.  "Ze  feet  of 
Milady  is  not  like  ze  English." 

"They'll  be  a  handsome  pair,"  Sarah  went  on 
emphatically,  "and  we  all  hope  so  happy." 

Madelaine  shrugged  her  shoulders 

^'Peut-etre — Milady  is  as  innocent  as  a  baby 
lamb,  and  Milor'  knows  every  handsome  woman 
in  Europe — Que  voulez  vous? — Happiness! 
One  does  not  find  zat  in  marriage!" 

But  Sarah  Brown  was  too  shocked  to  an- 
swer  
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And  on  the  terrace  the  bridal  pair  paced  up  and 
down.  In  spite  of  champagne  and  the  Bene- 
dictines, Hubert  felt  himself  growing  colder  and 
colder.  Every  instinct  in  him  was  in  revolt. 
The  farce  of  it  all !  The  sickening  farce !  Did 
the  girl  know  she  had  been  part  of  a  bargain^ 
Of  course  she  must  have  understood,  although 
she  appeared  strangely  ingenuous.  But  if  not — 
what  did  she  think  he  had  married  her  for? 
Love? — Good  God!  No,  she  was  just  a  Jewish 
minx — glad  to  be  a  Countess — but  the  wretched 
comedy  was  to  be  gone  through  with — Ought  he 
to  take  her  hand?  Ought  he  to  kiss  her — ? 
Perhaps 

Just  as  they  came  back  to  the  window,  without 
a  word  of  warning,  and  awkwardly  as  a  school 
boy,  this  practiced,  perfect  lover  bent  his  tall 
head,  and  imprinted  a  cold  salute  upon  his  bride's 
cheek,  while  he  said  a  little  hoarsely,  "There  is 
eleven  striking,  Vanessa — you  must  be  tired — ^go 
to  bed  now,  please." 
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A  maddening  emotion  convulsed  the  girl  as  his 
lips  touched  her — she  knew  that  she  loved  him — 
she  had  always  known  it — from  the  first  moment 
that  their  eyes  had  met  at  the  opera.  Had  she 
betrayed  herself  then*?  Was  it  unmaidenly — 
was  that  why  he  had  looked  as  he  had  at  dinner 
when  she  had  mentioned  it?  But  no — this  kiss 
— this  wonderful  kiss  confessed  everything !  He 
loved  her — and  she  belonged  to  him — and  was 
his  wife !  And  whatever  of  mystery  there  was  in 
love,  he  would  teach  her — her  beautiful  Greek 
head  rested  against  his  shoulder  and  she  half 
closed  her  eyes. 

Madame  de  Jainon  had  said  there  must  be  sub- 
mission— and  surely  it  was  a  divine  thing.  But 
Hubert  had  turned  his  eyes  away — and  now  drew 
her  hand  stiffly  within  his  arm  and  led  her  back 
into  the  room,  and  to  the  door  of  the  saloon — 
and  on  to  the  foot  of  the  staircase.  Here  he 
bowed,  and  as  she  slowly  walked  up  the  steps  he 
turned  and  went  through  another  door,  and  on 
to  his  own  sitting  room  in  the  west  wing,  and 
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there  sat  down  in  his  favourite  chair  and  buried 
his  face  in  his  hands.  His  Airedale,  "Bob,"  came 
over  to  him  and  placed  his  rough  head  between 
his  knees,  wagging  his  stump  of  a  tail  in  sym- 
pathy. His  master  rubbed  the  dog's  ears  and 
caressed  him  with  fond  roughness — then  he  lit  a 
cigarette. 

No — it  would  not  do — he  could  not  stay  there 
— ^he  laughed  grimly — he  had  better  go  up  and 
face  things.  Force  of  habit  took  him  to  his  own 
comfortable  room  up  the  private  stairs  outside 
his  sitting  room  door.  But  nothing  was  laid  out 
for  him  there.     He  laughed  sardonically. 

"Of  course — what  a  fool  I  am!  Harding 
knows  my  duties  better  than  I  do — !"  His  eye 
then  lit  on  the  gleam  of  his  gold  hunting  flask 
standing  on  the  table;  he  poured  out  a  large  glass 
of  brandy  and  drank  it  down,  striding  on  after- 
wards through  the  gallery  to  the  right  hand  state 
dressing  room — Yes,  Harding  knew  all  about 
such  matters. 
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Vanessa  was  surprised  and  relieved  to  find  no 
Madelaine  awaiting  her  when  she  reached  her 
part  of  the  suite.  A  note  on  the  dressing  table 
from  the  maid  claimed  indulgence — a  very  bad 
headache  had  sent  her  to  her  own  quarters! 
Madelaine  had  tact! 

So  the  bride  undressed  alone,  her  heart  beating 
in  her  throat. 

Hubert  stood  looking  at  himself  in  the  glass, 
when  he  was  arrayed  in  the  lavender  masterpiece 
of  Charvet's.  Was  it  possible  a  man  could  feel 
such  a  fool !  The  brandy  had  gone  to  his  head, 
though,  sufficiently  to  make  him  cynically  gay, 
and  there  was  a  passionate  fire  in  his  eye.  His 
bride  would  of  course  be  waiting  for  him  by 
now — it  was  quite  half  an  hour  since  she  had  left 
him.  And  she  really  was  probably  a  pretty  girl — 
if  one  looked  at  her  closely!  She  had  the  soft- 
est skin,  he  had  noticed  that  when  he  had  kissed 
her  cheek.  Perhaps — it  would  not  be  so  bad 
after  all —    Perhaps 
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He  turned  and  took  a  determined  step  toward 
the  state  bedroom  door  and,  opening  it  firmly, 
walked  into  the  room. 


CHAPTER  VII 

Vanessa  was  cowering  in  the  great  gilt  bed,  her 
heart  beating  furiously —  What  would  it  all 
mean —  What  exactly  could  she  deduce  from 
Madame  de  Jainon's  words — ?  It  sounded  di- 
vine but —  What  was  really  "submission^" 
As  she  heard  the  noise  of  the  door  opening  an 
instinct  of  sheer  terror  made  her  almost  duck 
down  under  the  clothes.  And  then  in  a  minute 
Hubert  clasped  her*  in  his  arms. 


The  light  was  coming  through  the  wide  open 
windows  over  which  the  silken  blinds  were  not 
quite  lowered  when  she  woke  next  day.  She 
heard  the  old  clock  in  the  stable  courtyard 
striking  nine — and  she  sat  up  with  a  start  of 
fear — where   was   she?     What  had  happened? 

92 
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What — ?  For  an  instant  she  did  not  dare  to 
look  to  the  other  side  of  the  bed  and  then  she 
realized  that  she  was  alone. 

Had  everything  been  a  dream*?  No — she  was 
married — really  married — she  felt  her  little  dia- 
mond hoop  wedding  ring — then  she  quivered  all 
over  with  a  wild  rush  of  emotion,  and  lying  back 
in  the  pillows  she  buried  her  glowing  face  in  the 
fine  linen.  How  would  she  ever  be  able  to  look 
at  Hubert  now  that  it  was  daylight*?  And  what 
would  she  say  to  him? — and  what  would  he  say 
to  her*?  How  she  loved  him!  The  wonder  and 
glory  of  love  I 

Now  certainly  he  would  not  be  so  very  stiff 
and  reserved  as  he  had  been  at  dinner.  Her 
thoughts  would  not  face  any  actual  memories, 
there  was  only  a  confused  sense  of  wonderment, 
the  whole  fabric  of  her  conception  of  life  was 
altered.  All  the  hundred  and  one  fine  emo- 
tions which  made  up  her  mental  being  were 
awakened  and  vibrating  with  some  new  force. 
She  stretched  out  her  white  young  arms  and  then 
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timidly  she  again  glanced  to  the  other  side  of  the 
great  bed.  His  head,  with  its  thick  waves  of 
brown  hair,  had  lain  there.  She  bent  and  kissed 
the  pillow — then  she  laughed  almost  hysterically. 

Would  he  return — or  ought  she  to  get  up  now^ 

Outside  there  were  drowsy  noises  of  a  sum- 
mer morning.  Then  for  no  reason,  her  heart 
seemed  to  sink — the  room  looked  so  enormous  in 
daylight  and  she  appeared  such  a  very  small 
person. 

Mrs.  Hopkins  had  showed  her  when  she  ar- 
rived which  bell  rang  for  the  housemaids  and 
which  for  her  own  maid.  She  would  summon 
Madelaine.  When  the  French  woman  entered 
Vanessa  was  quite  composed.  She  would  have 
tea  immediately  and  then  get  up.  Madelaine's 
tact  did  not  desert  her,  but  surreptitiously  she 
glanced  at  the  companion  pillow  as  she  moved 
from  the  room. 

When  Vanessa  was  dressed — she  wondered 
what  the  custom  of  the  house  was.  At  home  at 
Hampstead  she  had  always  to  be  down  punctually 
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at  nine  o'clock  to  pour  out  her  father's  coffee — 
but  it  was  past  ten  now.  Would  Lord  St.  Austel 
expect  her  to  pour  out  his*?  She  hardly  dared 
to  think  of  him  as  "Hubert"  yet !  Madelaine,  in 
her  heart  was  full  of  sympathy,  but  knew  the 
strange  pride  and  reserve  of  her  little  mistress 
too  well  to  show  it.  She  did  remark  though,  that 
she  had  seen  "Milor"  through  a  window,  walking 
on  the  terrace,  as  she  came  up. 

Hubert  had  wakened  much  earlier — and  with 
a  sickening  sense  of  shame  and  degradation  he 
had  crept  away  in  the  dawn  to  his  own  old  room. 
As  he  passed  through  the  state  dressing  room  he 
chanced  to  glance  up  at  an  ancestor  who  had 
been  Ambassador  to  France  in  the  time  of  Louis 
XV,  and  the  portrait  of  whom,  by  Van  Loo, 
hung  above  a  rare  commode.  The  calm  cynical 
eyes  seemed  to  mock  him  and  say,  "A  pretty 
gentleman  my  descendant  has  become — taking  as 
his    Countess    a   money    lender's   daughter    and 

then "     He   quickened  his  steps — he  could 

not  bear  it.     When  he  reached  his  own  room 
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where  the  windows  were  wide  open  and  the  morn- 
ing light  streaming  in,  his  eyes  lit  on  his  gold 
hunting  flask.  A  passionate  resentment  shook 
him — he  seized  the  thing  and  hurled  it  into  a 
corner.  The  top  had  not  been  firmly  replaced 
the  night  before  and  it  came  off,  and  a  thin  stream 
of  the  remaining  spirit  flowed  out  on  to  the  thick 
carpet.  The  pungent  odour  reached  him  as  he 
threw  himself  into  his  big  arm  chair  by  the  fire- 
place. His  thoughts  were  full  of  bitter  self  con- 
tempt. Now  he  must  face  the  situation — it  could 
not  go  on.  How  had  he  ever  accepted  it*?  He 
would  not  degrade  himself  further — the  farce  of 
actual  marriage  must  end — he  would  play  no 
part  of  husband,  under  the  dominion  of — brandy ! 
He  writhed  with  sickening  scorn  and  disgust  at 
himself — and  then  sat  for  more  than  an  hour  with 
his  head  in  his  hands,  perfectly  still. 

When  she  was  dressed,  with  beating  heart, 
Vanessa  went  down  to  the  saloon  and  to  the  tall 
open  windows,  and  peeped  out.  Then  she  saw 
Hubert  sitting  on  a  stone  bench,  his  attitude  de- 
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jected;  he  was  stroking  the  head  of  his  Airedale. 
He  looked  up  and  a  wave  of  fresh  resentment 
swept  over  him.  She — this  girl — HIS  WIFE 
— was  the  partner  in  his  degradation !  Vanessa's 
sensitive  perceptions  took  in  the  look  of  anger  in 
his  eyes — and  pain  and  apprehension  held  her 
quite  still. 

What  had  she  done  amiss? 

He  rose  and  came  to  her,  controlling  himself. 

"Good  morning." 

His  voice  was  listless. 

"Have  you  had  breakfast?" 

She  shook  her  head  timidly. 

"I  thought  you  would  have  probably  ordered  it 
in  your  room,"  he  went  on  carelessly,  not  looking 
at  her.     "I've  had  mine — but  come  along." 

Then  he  led  her  to  the  dining  room  by  the  ter- 
race. The  servants  were  waiting  there  like 
statues.     Vanessa  had  grown  icy  cold. 

"I  only  want  some  coffee  and  some  fruit,"  she 
said,  very  lowly. 

And  when  she  had  been  served  by  the  pompous 


98  LOVE'S  BLINDNESS 

Mr.  Fodder  she  and  Hubert  were  left  alone  in 
the  room.  He  sat  down  opposite  her.  He  was 
very  pale.  He  felt  more  like  a  fool  than  he  had 
even  felt  the  night  before,  and  intensely  resentful 
of  his  own  discomfort. 

Some  inherited  pride  in  Vanessa  conquered  her 
nervousness  now — and  she  waited  for  her  husband 
to  speak. 

"Do  you  like  motoring?"  he  asked,  "because  I 
thought  we  might  go  over  to  Hampwick — and  see 
the  old  Castle — strangers  like  it  generally." 
Vanessa  agreed — she  noted  the  word,  "strangers," 
though,  and  a  sense  of  stupefaction  came  over 
her.     Was  she  still  a  "stranger" — then ? 

"We  might  start  at  twelve — and  lunch  at  the 
Inn  there." 

Again  Vanessa  agreed. 

What  in  heaven's  name  was  he  to  say  next  to 
her!  Hubert  wondered — it  was  worse  than  he 
had  expected.  What  could  she  think  of  him. 
How  the  h— ^ —  were  they  to  get  through  the  day 
— and  all  the  other  days? 
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Vanessa  ate  her  strawberries  and  drank  her  cof- 
fee. She  had  been  so  very  well  brought  up  by 
Madame  de  Jainon  that  she  was  able  to  conceal 
all  the  hideous  nervousness  she  felt.  The  atmos- 
phere was  charged  with  awkwardness  and  unease. 
She  had  taken  in,  however,  Hubert's  great  attrac- 
tion. His  every  attitude  was  full  of  some  grace 
which  the  long  slender  lines  of  breeding  give  to  a 
man.  In  spite  of  his  aloofness  his  magnetism 
seemed  to  be  drawing  her,  compelling  her  to  love 
him.  The  poor  child,  all  unused  to  emotion,  was 
thrilling  now.  He  was  her  husband — ^he  had 
held  her  in  his  arms.  They  exchanged  a  few 
words  more  about  the  weather  and  the  history  of 
Hampwick — and  then  the  repast  over,  they 
walked  out  of  the  windows  on  to  the  terrace — 
and  Hubert,  making  some  excuse  about  ordering 
the  motor,  left  her  there  in  the  sunlight.  His 
eyes,  blinded  by  prejudice,  never  realized  her 
beauty — the  flawless  skin  strangely,  intensely 
white,  and  the  great  eyes  with  their  ebony  lashes 
making  soft  violet  shadows  beneath  them.     He 
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literally  shivered  with  revulsion  when  the  thought 
would  obtrude  itself  that  he  had  consented  to 
her  being  his  wife. 

Vanessa  by  now  was  growing  frozen  with  fear. 
Why — why'? —  What  could  everything  mean? 
She  wandered  to  the  Rotunda — there  was  some- 
thing satisfying  to  her  in  its  Greek  proportions. 
She  leaned  upon  the  balustrc^de  and  gazed  over 
the  park.  What  would  this  new  life  be?  Was 
this  how  men  were?  She  had  never  once  looked 
directly  at  Hubert  after  that  first  glance — she  was 
shy — confused — very  perturbed.  In  a  little 
while  she  went  back  into  the  house  by  the  blue 
drawing  room  window — and  there  her  eyes  lighted 
upon  the  Duchess  of  Lincolnwood's  photograph 
in  its  wonderful  silver  frame.  She  picked  it  up 
and  examined  it  closely — a  strong  antagonism  in 
her  expression.  She  remembered  when  Hubert 
had  bent  over  this  lady  at  the  opera  there  was 
none  of  the  icy  stiffness  in  his  manner  which  he 
showed  to  her.  How  could  he  have  desired  to 
marry  her  if,  even  now  that  she  was  his  wife,  he 
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never  unfroze*?  Everything  was  a  great  mys- 
tery. She  put  down  the  photograph  with  a  petu- 
lant movement  of  dislike  just  as  Hubert  entered 
the  room!  He  saw  this  action — and  she  knew 
that  he  had  seen  it — and  deep  confusion  held 
her!  Hubert's  face  was  haughty — he  had  the 
feeling  that  a  person  of  another  class  was  being 
disrespectful  to  one  of  his  own.  Vanessa  knew 
that  she  had  put  herself  in  a  false  position. 
What  would  he  thinks — that  she  was  jealous*? 
A  sense  of  utter  loneliness  and  desolation  came 
over  her.  There  were  three  or  four  other  photo- 
graphs of  ladies — one  old  one — evidently  Hu- 
bert's mother — and  one  of  Lady  Hurlshire  in 
stiff  coronation  robes!  Probably  the  Duchess' 
picture  being  there  meant  nothing,  as  there  was 
another  young  woman  as  well.  But  if  this  was 
going  to  be  her  home  must  she  have  people's  faces 
about  that  she  did  not  know^     But  Hubert  was 

speaking 

"You  will  choose  which  suite  you  would  like 
for  yourself — and  which  of  these  drawing  rooms 
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you  will  prefer  to  use  most — and  have  it  arranged 
as  you  wish,  and  I  will  have  my  old  things 
moved/' 

He  was  unable  to  control  the  arrogance  in  his 
tone.  That  the  money  lender's  daughter  who 
had  been  forced  upon  him  should  begin  immedi- 
ately to  evince  dislike  to  his  friends  was  an 
impertinence  he  felt.  Vanessa  understood  that 
he  was  contemptuous  and  displeased.  She  could 
have  burst  into  tears,  but  her  training  held. 

"There  is  no  need  to  make  any  alteration  here 
for  me,"  she  said;  and  then  she  lifted  her  head  a 
little  haughtily —  "But  if  I  may  choose  some 
rooms  for  myself  upstairs,  I  would  like  them  to 
be  in  the  sun — that  great  state  suite  oppresses 


me. 


Hubert  suggested  immediately  that  she  should 
go  and  look  at  them — there  would  be  time  before 
starting  for  Hampwick.  He  rang  the  bell,  and 
when  a  footman  answered  it,  he  ordered  Mrs. 
Hopkins  to  come  and  gave  Vanessa  into  het 
charge. 
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"Show  Her  Ladyship  the  house,  Mrs.  Hopkins, 
please — she  wishes  to  choose  her  rooms."  And 
then  he  turned  and  went  out  on  the  terrace  again 
through  a  window. 

Vanessa's  sense  of  confusion  increased.  Could 
it  be  possible  that  this  cold  reserved  stranger  had 
been  her  bridegroom  of  the  night  before!  She 
had  no  other  man  to  compare  him  with — ^he  had 
seemed  to  her  the  perfection  of  a  lover,  although 
he  had  never  spoken  or  called  her  one  endearing 
name — her  whole  memories  were  of  terrified 
thrills  in  which  duty  and  submission  were  inter- 
mixed with  some  new  passion  of  which  she  had 
not  dreamed — and  now  that  icy  aloofness  seemed 
to  have  descended  upon  Hubert  again.  Life  and 
love  and — marriage  were  colossal  mysteries! 

She  pulled  herself  together  and  started  with 
the  housekeeper  leading — and  her  wonder  and  ad- 
miration, not  unmixed  with  awe,  grew  and  grew 
as  she  was  taken  all  over  the  beautiful  old  house, 
but  her  proud  bearing  never  relaxed  to  the  house- 
keeper.    That  long  line  of  noble  Italian  an- 
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cestors  of  her  mother's  had  been  accustomed  to 
splendid  abodes  and  as  she  walked  in  the  great 
rooms  she  felt  that  she  must  adorn  them  too. 
She  was  gracious  but  queen-like — and  Mrs.  Hop- 
kins gave  a  favourable  verdict  of  her  new  mistress 
to  Mr.  Fodder.  Mrs.  Hopkins  did  not  believe 
in  modern  familiarity — ladies  should  know  their 
places  as  she  knew  hers — and  no  matter  whom 
her  adored  master  had  married  she  would  have 
been  treated  with  respect  by  this  faithful  re- 
tainer of  other  days.  Vanessa  decided  upon  the 
suite  facing  south,  next  those  which  had  been 
Hubert's  mother's,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
corridor  to  the  state  rooms.  They  had  quaint 
Chinese  paper  of  the  eighteenth  Century  and  an 
old  world  charm. 

Mrs.  Hopkins  wondered — where  would  His 
Lordship  go? — ^but  she  said  nothing.  And  while 
Vanessa  dressed  to  motor  to  Hampwick,  Made- 
laine  was  ordered  to  move  her  things.  She  felt 
that  she  could  not  spend  another  night  in  the 
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great  terrifying  gilt  bed — it  frightened  her — even 
should  she  not  be  alone. 

Hubert  had  been  communing  with  himself. 
He  must  try  and  be  more  civil  he  knew,  in  spite 
of  having  decided  that  the  actual  marriage  must 
be  at  an  end;  so  that  when  his  bride  met  him  in 
the  saloon  to  start,  his  aspect  was  more  gracious 
— and  they  went  through  the  hall  together  and 
to  the  waiting  automobile.  He  took  pains  to 
point  out  the  landmarks  in  the  neighbourhood  as 
they  drove  along,  and  Vanessa  made  intelligent 
replies.  The  whole  thing  was  wonderful  to  her 
— the  almshouses  in  the  village  which  his  mother 
had  endowed — the  hospital  she  had  given — and 
the  Hall  of  Recreation.  Hubert  spoke  with 
grave  reverence  when  he  named  these  places — but 
coldly.  He  could  not  show  feeling  about  family 
things  to  a  stranger.  That  Vanessa  would  al- 
ways be  a  stranger  he  now  truly  believed.  It 
was  all  very  well  for  Benjamin  Levy  to  force 
him  to  marry  his  daughter,  but  he   could  not 
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regulate  his  emotions  toward  her,  or  compel 
familiarity  or  comradeship — and  after  the  con- 
clusions he  had  arrived  at  in  the  dawn,  he  was 
determined  to  keep  the  barrier  of  aloof  courtesy 
firmly  established  between  them. 

However,  Hubert,  eighth  Earl  of  St.  Austel, 
was  above  all  things  a  polished  citizen  of  the 
world,  and  so  the  drive  through  the  lovely  coun- 
try and  the  luncheon  and  visit  to  the  castle 
passed  off  quite  smoothly,  and  when  they  re- 
turned to  their  home  towards  evening,  the 
awkwardness  seemed  to  have  grown  less. 

"You  had  better  rest  now,"  he  told  Vanessa. 
"We  shan't  dine  until  nine." 

Every  moment  of  the  day  the  poor  child  was 
growing  more  and  more  in  love  with  her  husband. 
His  frigid  courtesy  had  frightened  and  yet  drawn 
her.  Perhaps  that  is  how  English  aristocrats  al- 
ways behaved?  It  would  perhaps  be  very  coarse 
to  take  her  hand  or  kiss  her — in  the  daylight. 
That,  to  her,  marvelous  kiss — on  the  terrace — 
had  been  in  the  glowing  starlight — and  the  after- 
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wards!  Yes,  of  course  that  was  it — people  of 
distinction  did  not  show  their  emotion  at  the 
wrong  times.  She  had  tried  to  be  intelligent  in 
her  replies  and  to  understand  what  the  country- 
would  mean  to  Hubert — and  now — as  she  looked 
out  of  the  window  at  the  lovely  garden  all  opal 
tinted  in  the  glowing  sun  she  registered  a  vow 
that  in  every  way  she  would  be  the  ideal  of  what 
his  mother  had  been.  She  would  fulfill  all  the 
duties  of  her  position — ^he  should  be  proud  of 
her — even  though  she  were  partly  foreign — ! 
That  he  should  despise  her  because  she  was  not 
foreign  but  half  a  Jewess  and  a  money  lender's 
daughter  never  entered  her  head. 

Her  pure  young  face  was  all  lit  with  the  beauty 
of  love  and  devotion  and  noble  thoughts  as  she 
walked  down  the  great  stairs  to  meet  her  bride- 
groom once  more,  in  the  saloon  for  dinner. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

The  pair  returned  to  London  after  the  third 
day.  Hubert's  aloofness  had  never  altered;  he 
was  polite,  courteous  and  cold  as  ice.  Vanessa's 
questioning  wonderment  gradually  turned  into 
dismay.  There  was  no  occasion  for  again  show- 
ing the  submission  Madame  de  Jainon  had 
warned  her  to  exercise.  Evidently  what  was 
called  marriage  was  a  phase  of  short  duration  in 
the  duties  of  life.  Hubert  demanded  nothing  of 
her.  They  met  at  meals  and  talked  with  grave 
restraint  before  the  servants.  Between  meals 
they  motored  to  places  of  interest  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, or  Hubert  disappeared  into  that  west 
wing,  into  which  Vanessa  had  not  yet  penetrated. 
But  she  knew  from  the  outside  that  it  contained 
her  husband's  own  private  rooms.  She  had  seen 
him  through  the  open  window  writing  at  a  table 
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littered  with  papers  once  when  she  ventured  be- 
yond the  lawn,  and  roamed  to  that  side  of  the 
house,  and  he  had  looked  up  and  before  he  could 
suppress  it,  a  frown  had  gathered  on  his  brow. 

Vanessa  never  turned  the  comer  of  the  terrace 
after  this.  Every  hour  she  grew  more  in  love 
with  him.  Lancelot  had  not  been  particularly 
nice  to  Elaine,  she  remembered — ^but  then  there 
was  Guinevere  in  that  case 

Guinevere?  Could  the  Duchess  of  Lincoln- 
wood  be  the  Guinevere  of  Hubert ? 

Lord  St.  Austel  had  recovered  from  all  feeling 
of  strain  and  nervousness  now.  The  girl  was  a 
nonentity  who  would  be  no  trouble  to  him.  He 
seldom  looked  at  her,  and  never  felt  the  slightest 
interest  in  anything  she  said  and  whenever  the 
memory  of  the  wedding  night  came  to  him  a 
hideous  sense  of  self  contempt  and  degradation 
filled  him.  A  siren  could  have  had  no  magnetism 
to  draw  a  man  with  under  such  circumstances ! 

By  the  time  they  reached  the  London  House 
Vanessa  was  perfectly  miserable.    Marriage  meant 
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nothing  at  all  then — among  the  Nobility — noth- 
ing at  all  but  one  fleet  memory  that  was  a  con- 
fusion of  thrills  and  pain  and  wonderment. 

She  had  never  read  any  novels.  They  had 
been  strictly  forbidden  by  her  father — not  one 
point  to  secure  unquestioning  obedience  to  his 
commands  had  been  neglected  by  him  in  her  edu- 
cation, since  she  was  five  years  old.  You  can 
obtain  almost  any  result  in  human  beings,  if  you 
have  money  enough  to  spend  in  obtaining  the 
right  people  to  infuse  your  ideas  during  the  period 
when  the  subconscious  mind  is  as  a  sponge. 

Mr.  Benjamin  Levy  had  calculated  in  too  gen- 
eral a  fashion  as  to  a  particular  man's  nature, 
however,  when  he  decided  upon  Lord  St.  Austel 
for  a  son-in-law.  He  had  not  believed  any  male 
creature  could  own  so  exquisitely  beautiful  a 
young  woman  as  Vanessa,  and  not  succumb  to  her 
fascination  on  a  honeymoon. 

Vanessa  was  much  too  proud  and  too  sensitive 
to  confide  in  any  one — so  that  when  she  met  her 
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father  at  luncheon  on  the  day  of  her  arrival  in 
London  she  was  as  affectionate  to  him  as  she  had 
ever  dared  to  be,  and  nothing  more.  She  con- 
ducted herself  graciously  as  the  mistress  of  the 
house.  The  profound  respect  and  deference 
shown  her  at  St.  Austel  by  the  household  had 
given  her  poise.  Benjamin  Levy  felt  well 
pleased  with  his  work.  His  son-in-law  treated 
him  with  that  perfect  courtesy  which  he  had  al- 
ways shown  since  the  bargain  was  struck ;  that  his 
manner  to  his  cousin,  Colonel  Dangerfield,  re- 
turning from  Paris  was  quite  different,  might  be 
in  the  nature  of  things.  Mr.  Levy  was  a  par- 
ticularly intelligent  being,  and  realized  that  he, 
himself,  could  hardly  have  acted  so  well  had  he 
been  cornered.  "It  will  just  take  a  little  time," 
he  said  to  himself  as  he  afterwards  walked  up 
St.  James  Street  on  his  way  to  his  office. 

Ralph  Dangerfield  had  been  watching  Vanessa 
carefully  during  the  meal.  He  saw  the  proud 
sensitiveness  and  the  glorious  beauty.     Hubert 
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must  be  a  stone!  He  would  keep  an  eye  on 
events  and  presently  see  if  he  could  help  the 
situation. 

The  old  Marchioness  of  Hurlshire  was  to  pre- 
sent Vanessa  the  next  night  at  Court,  but  now 
that  the  honeymoon  was  over  Hubert  felt  under 
no  obligation  to  see  much  of  his  wife.  His  sen- 
sitive fastidiousness  was  always  wounded  when 
the  memory  of  his  own  weakness  came  to  him. 

Aunt  Constantia  and  the  rest  of  his  relations 
were  going  to  take  Vanessa  in  hand — countless 
invitations  had  poured  in  upon  them,  some  of 
which  they  would  accept.  A  few  moments  in 
the  morning  to  discuss  these,  and  the  unavoidable 
drives  to  the  various  houses,  would  be  all  that 
would  be  necessary.  It  never  struck  him  that 
Vanessa  had  any  emotional  rights  in  the  affair. 
To  him,  she  was  a  girl  who  had  agreed  to  her 
father's  making  a  hard  bargain  with  him  to  be  a 
Countess,  and  she  should  only  receive  the  face 
value  of  that.  But,  since  she  bore  his  name,  she 
must  naturally  be  treated  with  due  respect. 
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He  was  not  the  least  interested  to  see  how  she 
looked  going  to  Court.  The  obliging  Peeress 
who  had  selected  her  trousseau  would  certainly 
have  arranged  that  she  was  properly  turned  out. 
All  the  St.  Austel  jewels  were  in  the  safe — 
Vanessa  had  the  key.  She  would  wear  them,  he 
supposed. 

He  was  sitting  in  White's  at  about  nine  o'clock, 
when  one  Charles  Langley  beguiled  him  into  tak- 
ing a  turn  in  the  mall.  Langley's  sister,  a  pretty 
girl,  was  being  presented,  and  her  brother  wanted 
to  hearten  her  up. 

That  he  might  see  his  own  wife  in  her  finery 
left  Hubert  indifferent.  The  two  young  men 
were  strolling  among  the  crowd  of  onlookers  who 
always  gather  on  Court  nights  in  the  mall.  They 
walked  along  past  all  the  motors  containing  the 
usual  occupants  on  such  occasions;  they  halted  to 
greet  friends,  and  finally  came  upon  Allice, 
Duchess  of  Lincolnwood,  resplendent  in  emeralds 
and  plumes  and  veil,  accompanied  by  an  unim- 
portant looking  niece. 
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"Hubert !"  her  Grace  said,  "back  from  honey- 
mooning I" 

"As  you  say — Fairest  !*' 

"Your  wife,  I  suppose,  is  going  tonight." 

"She  is  with  Aunt  Constantia." 

"We  shall  meet  later  then — Kitty  and  I  are 
coming  on  there  afterwards — Kitty  wants  to  show 
her  frock  to  Barbara  and  Lily!" 

Hubert  looked  at  her  with  his  attractive  blue 
eyes  which  always  seemed  to  be  half  whimsical, 
half  sad.  He  wanted  to  find  her  quite  beautiful 
again.  He  wanted  to  hang  on  to  her  fairness. 
Black  hair  seemed  to  be  oppressing  him.  He 
smiled. 

The  motor,  a  perfect  Rolls-Royce  with  perfect 
servants,  owned  by  the  Marchioness  of  Hurlshire, 
was  only  two  behind  the  Duchess'  limousine — 
and  Vanessa,  who  sat  on  the  left  side,  the  one 
next  the  curb,  could  see  her  husband  in  profile, 
leaning  in  at  the  window  of  some  friend.  How 
very  different  was  his  careless  air  of  familiar 
gaiety  to  the  punctilious  politeness  she  was  ac- 
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customed  to  from  him!  Her  cheeks  suddenly 
burned  and  then  went  white  again.  She  was 
terribly  excited  and  had  been  deeply  wounded  at 
Hubert's  neglect  in  not  coming  in  to  see  her 
start. 

Now  her  heart  began  to  beat.  Would  he  walk 
along  this  way  and  see  her?  Who  could  it  be  in 
the  automobile  that  was  engaging  his  interested 
attention*? 

Charles  Langley,  standing  back  now,  caught 
sight  of  the  exquisite  white  face  and  great  soft 
eyes — and  drew  Hubert  on. 

"Look  at  that  divine  thing  we  are  coming  to," 
he  said.  "Ye  Gods,  what  a  skin!  Phew!  By 
Jove — if  what  we  can  see  is  as  white  as  that — 
what  must  the  rest  be !" 

Lord  St.  Austel  glanced  in  at  the  window — 
they  were  almost  opposite  it  now.  And  then 
with  a  sudden  feeling  of  awakened  fury  he  an- 
swered shortly: 

" — That  is  my  wife " 

Charles  Langley  respectfully  apologized  pro- 
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fusely  and  craved  to  be  presented.  Hubert  in- 
troduced him  and  greeted  his  aunt.  He  had  time 
now  to  notice  that  Vanessa  had  on  a  crown  of 
diamonds  that  he  had  never  seen,  and  a  more 
magnificent  necklace  than  even  he  possessed. 
Nothing  of  his  adorned  her,  and  yet  she  was 
blazing  with  jewels  in  perfect  taste.  An  almost 
sardonically  whimsical  light  grew  in  his  eyes. 

"Mr.  Levy  is  doing  the  Countess  stunt  well," 
he  thought  bitterly  to  himself,  and  then  he 
realized  his  friend  Charles'  admiration — the  very 
attitude  of  his  back  as  he  bent  towards  the  win- 
dow was  expressing  homage  to  feminine  charm. 
His  whole  being  throbbed  with  anger — he  could 
have  struck  his  old  chum. 

He  suddenly  saw  Vanessa  with  fresh  eyes. 
Yes  she  was — gloriously  beautiful — and  unac- 
countably well  bred  looking.  Far  more  distin- 
guished than  anything  he  had  seen  in  the  whole 
line  of  motors.  He  resented  this.  His  memory 
went  back  to  things  he  was  almost  succeeding  in 
forgetting. 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  1117 

Perhaps  it  was  the  consciousness  of  her  fine 
raiment  which  gave  Vanessa  some  courage,  or 
perhaps  it  was  the  look  in  Charles  Langley's  eyes 
— in  any  case  when  Hubert  displaced  his  friend 
and  took  his  place,  she  met  his  gaze  fearlessly  for 
the  first  time  in  their  lives. 

"You  are  gorgeous,"  he  said. 

The  choice  of  words,  which  was  unintentional 
on  his  part,  hurt  her.  She  had  put  on  all  the 
diamonds  to  please  her  father.  Did  her  husband 
find  her  over  dressed*?     She  blushed. 

Charles  Langley  had  now  gone  around  to  the 
other  side  of  the  car  to  talk  to  Lady  Hurlshire, 
so  they  were  practically  alone. 

"Have  I  too  many  jewels'?"  Her  voice  broke 
a  little — "I  thought  for  Court " 

"They  are  perfect" — and  he  smiled  whimsi- 
cally— "but  the  Countesses  of  St.  Austel  generally 
have  worn  the  family  ones." 

"I  did  not  like  to  touch  them — ^you  did  not 
tell  me  to." 

"Very  remiss  of  me — ^but  I  thought  you  had 
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the  key  of  the  safe — your  father,  however,  has 
come  to  the  rescue  gallantly." 

Was  he  being  sarcastic^  Vanessa  suddenly 
felt  all  her  courage  and  excitement  leave  her — 
then  a  little  resentment  came  which  made  her 
able  to  retort : 

"Yes;  it  was  fortunate,  was  it  not." 

Hubert  was  surprised — she  had  never  before 
shown  the  least  spirit. 

He  just  looked  at  her,  but  his  eyes  spoke  suf- 
ficiently. They  seemed  to  express  some  con- 
tempt and  comprehension.  What  could  this 
mean? 

Vanessa  had  not  the  least  idea  that  her  hus- 
band and  his  relatives  would  have  believed  a 
marriage  with  a  Jewish  money  lender's  daughter 
a  mesalliance.  She  had  always  been  brought  up 
to  consider  herself  noble — the  daughter  of  a 
proud  mother  of  the  Montinani  House.  Papa's 
side  of  the  union  had  not  been  impressed  upon 
her,  but  if  it  had  there  was  that  in  her  nature 
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which  would  have  found  it  illustrious.  He  could 
trace  his  lineage  for  hundreds  of  years  in  Portu- 
gal, where  the  very  best  of  his  race  came  from, 
and  about  the  trade  of  usury  she  knew  nothing. 
Everyone  respected  Papa.  He  was  the  cleverest 
and  the  kindest  man  living.  Therefore,  why 
should  that  insinuating  contemptuous  look  have 
been  in  Hubert's  eyes^ 

At  this  moment  the  procession  of  cars  began 
to  move  forward  to  the  palace — and  raising  his 
hat,  Lord  St.  Austel  wished  his  bride  adieu,  and 
with  a  gay  remark  to  his  Aunt,  he  walked  on  and 
joined  Charles  Langley. 

But  he  was  very  disturbed  in  his  thoughts  all 
the  time  that  he  dressed  for  dinner,  and  after- 
wards, when  he  went  on  to  his  Aunt  and  Uncle's 
house  in  Belgrave  Square,  to  await  the  arrivals 
from  Court,  he  would  not  face  the  fact  that  he 
was  curious  to  see  Vanessa  without  her  ermine 
cloak,  and  in  a  better  light. 

No  one  had  noticed,  in  the  crowd,  the  figure  of 
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Oscar  Issacson,  who  had  kept  eyes  full  of  hate 
and  longing  upon  his  employer's  daughter  in  her 
splendid  clothes. 

Hubert  and  his  uncle,  the  old  Marquis,  and 
Ralph  Dangerfield  and  Charles  Langley  were 
talking  together  in  the  ball  room  at  Hurlshire 
House,  when  Mr.  Levy  was  announced. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  he  had  been  there. 
It  is  a  good  thing  to  be  as  clever  as  Benjamin 
Levy,  but  better  still  to  have  his  sense  of  humour. 
He  looked  on  in  serenity  at  the  world  in  general, 
rather  foolish  pawns  he  considered  most  of  them. 
They  were  so  easy  to  manipulate  if  you  invariably 
went  straight,  and  acted  with  justice,  and  money 
lending  was  a  very  good  way  to  use  that  token 
of  commerce.  He  had  saved  many  impoverished 
great  families,  and  put  many  a  youngest  son  on 
his  feet,  and  by  all  who  knew  him  intimately  he 
was  infinitely  respected.  His  attitude  was  that 
of  a  benevolent,  cynical  philosopher.  If  fools 
would  gamble  and  mortgage  their  estates,  it  was 
better  that  they  came  to  an  honest  man  than  a 
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rogue.  His  own  life  was  lived  among  his  books — 
and  his  Paris  house  was  the  meeting  place  of 
savants,  and  la  haute  finance,  and  there  was  no 
turn  of  European  politics  that  he  was  unaware  of. 

Personally,  Lord  St.  Austel  found  himself  un- 
able to  dislike  his  father-in-law  as  profoundly  as 
he  felt  that  he  ought  to  dislike  a  man  who  had 
cornered  him;  There  was  that  bond  of  whimsi- 
cality between  them.  They  had  seen  it  in  each 
other's  eyes.  And  Benjamin  Levy  never  said 
anything  stupid,  as  so  many  of  his  own  aristo- 
cratic friends  so  often  did. 

The  thing  was  done — he  had  had  to  marry  the 
daughter — and  now  they  had  better  live  in  peace. 

So  he  greeted  his  father-in-law  politely,  but 
without  gush — and  they  talked. 

The  money  lender's  pill  had  been  a  bitter  one 
for  the  old  Marquis  of  Hurlshire  to  swallow,  but 
Vanessa  herself  had  made  the  best  impression 
upon  him,  and  he,  too,  was  coldly  courteous  to 
her  father. 

"Some  day,"  Benjamin  Levy  said  to  himself, 
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"'their  manner  will  not  have  even  that  tinge  of 
arrogance  in  it  which  shows  now.  If  you  have 
millions  everything  is  only  a  question  of  time." 

The  two  schoolgirl  grandchildren  of  the  Hurl- 
shire  family  were  waiting  with  excitement  to  see 
their  comrade  in  her  finery — so  when  the  Duchess 
of  Lincolnwood  came  in  with  her  niece,  they  came 
forward  delightedly. 

Her  Grace  looked  perfectly  exquisite  when  the 
schoolgirl  spread  out  her  pale  green  velvet  train 
— and  Hubert  told  her  so. 

"You  are  simply  divine  tonight — Fairest." 

It  was  just  when  he  was  saying  this,  bending 
over  her,  that  the  door  opened  and  his  aunt  and 
Vanessa  came  in. 

The  Duchess  was  a  special  pet  of  Lady  Hurl- 
shire,  so  they  turned  to  speak  to  each  other. 
And  Vanessa  was  left  standing  alone  for  a  few 
moments  at  the  end  of  the  great  room. 

The  whole  splendour  of  the  Court  had  excited 
her — she  had  not  felt  out  of  place  there,  but  in 
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some  strange  way  as  though  she  had  returned  to 
her  own  environment.  She  looked  like  a  young 
Queen  from  a  fairy-tale  book  in  her  glorious 
silver  gown — and  her  father  smiled  as  he  saw 
that  his  intention  had  been  realized — her  jewels 
far  outshone  either  of  the  other  women's.  But 
her  heart  had  suddenly  sunk  as  she  instantly  took 
in  Hubert's  attitude — a  wild  jealousy  surged 
through  her.  In  a  moment  she  was  surrounded 
by  the  old  Marquis  and  the  admiring  young  girls 
and  her  father  came  over  and  kissed  her  cheek 
while  Charles  Langley  spread  her  train  gallantly. 
Only  Hubert  did  not  move  until  he  had  com- 
pleted his  conversation  with  the  Duchess — fur- 
ther up  in  the  room.  Then  Lady  Hurlshire 
brought  Allice  forward  and  introduced  the  two 
young  women.  Their  eyes  met  and  each  was 
conscious  that  she  hated  the  other. 

Vanessa's  manner  lost  its  timidity — she  spoke 
with  ceremonious  politeness,  keeping  her  great 
eyes  fixed  upon  Allice's  face. 
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** Vanessa,  you  must  join  me  in  persuading  the 
Duchess  to  come  to  us  for  the  Horse  Show  in  the 
last  week  in  August " 

Hubert  said  this  with  something  in  his  tone 
of  a  command. 

Vanessa  had  a  longing  to  proclaim  that  she 
would  do  no  such  thing!  But  her  father  was 
looking  at  her — and  her  own  instinctive  pride 
made  her  control  herself  and  answer  with  stiff 
courtesy  that  of  course  she  would  be  charmed  to 
welcome  Her  Grace. 

Hubert  looked  from  one  to  the  other.  He 
could  not  help  noting  the  gorgeous  beauty  of  his 
wife  nor  appreciating  her  breeding.  Allice  paled 
into  insignificance — she  suddenly  seemed  to  have 
grown  faded  and  much  older — her  touchings  up 
were  evident  whereas  Vanessa's  perfect  white 
skin  glowed  with  youth  and  purity. 

Some  strange,  whimsical  thought  came  to  Hu- 
bert. If  their  places  were  reversed,  which  woman 
would  draw  him"?     Then,   angry  with  himself 
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that  he  should  take  any  interest  whatsoever  in  the 
girl  who  had  cornered  him,  he  turned  away  only 
to  meet  the  wise  eyes  of  his  father-in-law. 


CHAPTER  IX 

There  was  an  expression  upon  Benjamin  Levy's 
face  which  conveyed  to  his  son-in-law  quite 
plainly  the  thought  that  he  had  grasped  what  was 
passing  in  his  mind;  this  nettled  Hubert — it  was 
absurd  that  they  should  understand  each  other  so 
abominably  well.  Hubert  put  on  mental  armour 
— and  continued  talking  to  Allice — letting  per- 
haps a  shade  more  interest  come  into  his  voice 
than  he  felt.     He  was  disturbed. 

Then  something  made  him  say  with  a  tone  of 
authority.  "I  expect  you  are  tired,  Vanessa — I 
am  going  to  take  you  back." 

A  delicious  quiver  of  surprise  thrilled  through 

the  girl.     It  was  the  first  time  her  husband  had 

ever  used  a  proprietary  tone  to  her.     She  desired 

to  obey  him  immediately,   but  that  something 
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feminine  that  is  in  all  women  made  her  fence. 
She  appeared  not  to  hear,  and  to  be  talking  inter- 
estedly to  the  old  uncle.  This  annoyed  Hubert 
so  that  he  repeated  his  words  with  yet  more  com- 
mand in  his  voice. 

Vanessa  was  no  actress — she  could  not  keep  up 
her  indifference,  so  she  turned  and  began  saying 
good  night  in  her  reserved,  gracious  way  which 
Lady  Hurlshire  admired  so  much  in  her. 

The  Duchess  looked  after  the  pair  as  they  left 
the  room  and  Ralph  Dangeriield  registered  a  de- 
termination that  he  would  frustrate  trouble  if 
he  could,  which  he  felt  might  be  brewing  for  the 
future.  At  the  front  door  the  footman  rolled 
down  the  red  carpet  for  Vanessa  to  walk  to  the 
motor — it  had  begun  to  rain.  Hubert  helped 
her  in  and  then  as  they  started  off  Vanessa  caught 
the  somber  eyes  full  of  passionate  longing  of 
Oscar  Issacson,  who  was  standing  there  among  the 
few  persons  who  had  collected  seeing  there 
was  company  coming  and  going.  She  shivered 
slightly  and  instinctively  drew  nearer  Hubert. 
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He  turned  then,  and  just  as  they  rolled  away  he, 
too,  saw  the  head  clerk's  ominous  face. 

"Isn't  that  your  father's  clerk^"  he  asked.  "A 
queer  looking  bird!" 

"He  always  frightens  me,"  Vanessa  murmured 
timidly.  "He  looks  as  if  he  were  mad — but 
Papa  says  he  is  entirely  trustworthy  and  quite 
sane." 

Hubert  knew  that  the  look  had  been  one  of 
rageful  admiration — and  said  so,  contemptuously. 

Vanessa  drew  herself  up  and  all  the  Montinani 
pride  and  class  prejudice  rose  in  her. 

"A  servant  I — to  admire  me  I"  Then  she  re- 
membered herself,  and  Christian  charity  and 
humility — and  all  the  good  things  she  had  been 
taught ! 

Hubert  laughed  softly — she  was  superbly  beau- 
tiful— and  had  far  more  character  than  he  had 
suspected.  He  suddenly  felt  interested  in  her 
possibilities.  Those  magnificent  eyes  could  not 
be  set  in  an  empty  head  I  Her  nearness  began  to 
affect  him,  too,  for  the  first  time — there  was  the 
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faintest  perfume  of  red  roses — and  yet  her 
bouquet  was  white.     Memories  came  to  him. 

^'That  is  a  marvelous  scent  you  have,"  he  said. 

"It  really  smells  of  roses — Papa  has  it  brought 
from  Bulgaria — just  the  essence  in  such  quaint 
little  metal  bottles,  all  sealed — one  lasts  for 
years " 

He  thought  it  suited  her — somehow — the  purity 
of  a  rose.  Then  he  pulled  himself  together, 
angry  with  himself,  because  he  realized  that  he 
was  becoming  interested  in  a  young  woman  for 
whom  he  had  every  reason  to  feel  only  contempt, 
and  who  made  him  think  of  himself  with  re- 
proach. The  whole  thing  had  been  planted  upon 
him,  and  he  was  not  going  to  allow  any  emotions 
to  creep  into  it.  But  before  they  reached  the 
door  of  their  St.  James  home,  he  found  that  he 
was  resisting  a  desire  to  fold  her  in  his  arms. 

When  Vanessa  was  in  her  cool,  luxurious  bed, 
she  could  not  sleep.  Something  new  had  come 
into  her  life — what  it  was,  she  did  not  know. 
Hubert  had  wished  her  an  icy  good  night  in  the 
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hall — so  she  ought  to  have  been  depressed — 
but  she  was  not.  She  only  felt  excited.  She 
stretched  out  her  arms  in  the  darkness,  and  cried 
aloud,  "I  love  you  I" — then  she  buried  her  head 
in  the  clothes,  ashamed.  For  marriage,  of  course, 
was  but  a  thing  of  one  ceremony  and  noble  people 
must  control  all  emotion. 

Hubert  had  gone  on  to  the  Turf  Club  because 
he  did  not  want  to  be  alone  with  his  thoughts. 


They  only  met  at  meals — for  the  first  two  days 
after  this — and  then  Hubert  was  called  to  Wales 
again  on  a  conference  they  were  having  about  his 
mines — and  was  away  for  a  week.  During  this 
time,  Ralph  Dangerfield  became  better  acquainted 
with  the  bride — Vanessa  had  taken  to  him  im- 
mediately— his  quiet  patience,  and  his  kind 
brown  eyes  drew  her.  He  was  the  one  person  in 
this  new  world  she  had  entered,  who  seemed  com- 
pletely congenial — who  seemed  to  understand  her 
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— and  with  whom  she  was  not  on  guard.  They 
sat  in  the  park  one  afternoon — quite  away  from 
the  throng  of  people  walking  about — and  Ralph 
drew  from  her  without  her  being  conscious  of  it, 
an  almost  complete  picture  of  her  girl  life — with 
its  high  walls  everywhere,  and  denial  of  all  ex- 
pression. 

"When  did  you  first  see  Hubert^"  Ralph 
asked  at  last.  "He's  a  sort  of  fellow  a  girl  would 
notice  at  once." 

Vanessa  blushed  divinely. 

''At  the  opera — 'Madame  Butterfly' — and  next 
day  Papa  told  me  he  had  asked  for  my  hand." 

Ralph  was  staggered  for  a  second.  His  sus- 
picions were  right  then — she  had  been  no  party  to 
the  cornering — and  she  evidently  had  some  ro- 
mantic feelings  for  Hubert — blushing  in  that  old- 
fashioned  way. 

"It  is  rather  hard  on  girls,  having  to  obey  their 
parents,"  he  went  on,  as  though  this  was  the  gen- 
eral custom  and  not  the  most  unheard  of  thing 
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in  the  world — "but  I  don't  suppose  it  is  so 
awfully  bad  to  be  married  to  Hubert" — and  he 
smiled  sympathetically. 

Vanessa  was  no  fool — she  looked  at  him  quickly 
— her  fortnight  of  society  had  opened  her  under- 
standing greatly.  She  had  at  last  begun  to 
suspect  that  her  marriage  was  not  as  other  mar- 
riages are.  She  turned  the  conversation  adroitly, 
and  Ralph  was  too  fine  to  press  the  point.  They 
talked  of  music  and  books  and  her  adored 
Florence — and  it  seemed  to  Ralph  that  he  was 
transplanted  into  the  cinque  cento,  and  that 
Vanessa  was  a  Florentine  noble  lady  whom  he 
had  once  adored.  Her  taste  and  erudition  aston- 
ished him — and  then  her  sentiment.  She  had 
evidently  never  lived  in  the  present  at  all.  Sud- 
denly the  shams  and  vulgarities  of  all  the  people 
he  knew  seemed  to  strike  him.  She  might  be  a 
money  lender's  daughter — but  she  was  by  far  the 
greatest  aristocrat  he  had  ever  encountered  in  his 
life.     They    spoke    at   last    of   the    Montinani. 
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They  were  Florentines  who  had  later  settled  in 
Rome. 

"They  would  never  acknowledge  my  mother 
again  because  she  married  Papa — was  it  not 
foolish  of  them — Papa,  who  is  so  great,"  Vanessa 
said  at  last,  ingenuously. 

So  that  is  where  it  all  came  from — this  pa- 
trician pride.  The  girl  was  a  wonder,  and  Hu- 
bert was  the  blindest  fool.  But  Ralph  knew  his 
cousin  too  well  to  imagine  that  he  would  be  able 
to  say  anything  to  him  directly  about  his  wife — 
things  must  be  left  to  the  good  God — but  he 
would  do  what  he  could. 

Ralph  had  never  been  quite  sure  how  deep 
the  affair  with  Allice  of  Lincolnwood  had  gone — 
Hubert  never  spoke  of  women.  He  had  some 
uneasy  feeling  that  it  might  have  been  quite  a 
serious  thing,  and  in  that  case,  would  Hubert 
consider  a  forced  and  detested  marriage  as  any 
bar  to  its  continuation?  The  situation  ahead  did 
not  look  bright. 
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"If  she  loves  him — and  he  makes  her  suffer 
about  the  Duchess  she  will  not  bear  it  for  long," 
he  at  last  decided.  "She  is  as  proud  as  Lucifer 
and  as  passionate  as  can  be^'* 


CHAPTER  X 

Love  does  not  wait  days  and  days  to  develop 
in  such  natures  as  Vanessa's.  Before  the  middle 
of  July  came,  her  feeling  for  Hubert  had  grown 
to  be  an  absorbing  passion — and  but  for  the 
stern  training  of  her  youth,  even  her  natural 
great  pride  could  hardly  have  kept  it  under  con- 
trol. On  his  side  he  had  taken  a  strong  hold 
upon  himself  from  the  night  of  the  court — and 
by  purposely  never  looking  at  her,  and  never  al- 
lowing himself  to  dwell  upon  what  emotions  she 
was  causing  him,  he  had  not  allowed  his  feelings 
for  her  consciously  to  develop.  Then  a  circum- 
stance happened. 

Hubert  had  a  bishop  imcle — ^married  to  his 
mother's  sister.  The  Lady  Adelisa  Carstairs  did 
not  admit  that  present  day  marriages  required 
two  sleeping  apartments.     She  coimtenanced  no 
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modern  fads!  Hubert  and  his  bride  were  ex- 
pected to  pay  a  week-end  visit  to  the  Bishop's 
Palace  in  the  Cathedral  Close  at  Praxminster 
and  the  Elizabethan  great  guest  chamber  had 
been  prepared  for  them. 

Vanessa  went  up  to  dress  for  dinner  from  the 
lawn  where  they  had  been  welcomed  and  had  had 
tea — the  Aunt  Adelisa  showing  her  into  the  room 
with  her  freezing  dignity. 

"Hubert's  dressing  room  is  there,  dear,"  she 
said,  pointing  to  a  small  door  in  the  oak  panelling 
— and  as  she  left  the  room  she  added,  "a  bath- 
room has  been  made  in  the  other  recess  on  the 
opposite  side." 

Vanessa  stiffened.  Then  she  glanced  at  the 
face  of  Madelaine  which  she  could  see  in  the  glass 
of  the  dressing  table  where  the  maid  was  arrang- 
ing some  things.  It  wore  a  look  which  could  not 
be  described  but  which  aroused  some  suspicion  in 
her  mistress'  mind,  and  caused  her  brusquely  to 
open  the  little  oak  door. 

A    beautiful    Chippendale    tallboy    chest    of 
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drawers  stood  in  the  six-foot  square  closet  and  a 
dressing  table  and  washing  stand  and  one  stitf 
small  chair  of  the  period — that  was  all! 

A  sudden  tingling  sensation  swept  through 
Vanessa —  Where  would  Hubert  sleep  that 
night — ^  A  wild  rush  of  feeling  convulsed  her 
for  a  moment.  She  trembled  so  she  could  hardly 
stand.  All  the  suppressed  emotions  of  the  past 
six  weeks  seemed  to  assert  themselves —  She  felt 
giddy  and  sat  down  upon  the  hard  chair. 

Everything  in  the  Bishop's  abode  was  con- 
ducted with  decorum  and  dinner  would  be 
punctually  at  eight  o'clock — summer  time  eight! 
With  glowing  sunlight  still ! 

"You  are  in  the  great  guest  chamber,  Hubert," 
his  aunt  called  to  him  as  he  began  to  go  up  the 
stairs  and,  his  mind  upon  other  things,  he  opened 
the  door  without  knocking,  and  then  drew  back 
a  pace — for  Vanessa's  startled  eyes  gazed  at  him 
aghast  at  his  intrusion.  She  was  sitting  there  in 
a  diaphanous  dressing  gown  while  Madelaine 
fastened  the  straps  of  her  silver  shoes. 
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"I  beg  your  pardon ." 

He  understood  in  a  second — !  Of  .course! 
These  delightful  and  old-fashioned  relations  of 
his  would  have  arranged  in  this  stupid  and  em- 
barrassing way ! 

He  knew  the  house  well  of  course — and  trying 
not  to  glance  at  Vanessa — he  took  refuge  in  his 
minute  dressing  room  immediately  where  Hard- 
ing awaited  him,  having  entered  by  a  twisted 
spiral  stone  stairs  from  below.  The  astute 
valet's  visage  was  as  well  bred  a  blank  as  Made- 
laine's  had  been.  Hubert  began  to  feel  a  queer 
excitement  and  discomfort,  but  his  will  was 
strong  and  he  crushed  it  out. 

Then,  when  dressed  and  leaving  the  tiny  place 
by  the  twisted  staircase,  he  laughed  aloud — 
where  the  devil  was  he  going  to  spend  the 
night ! 

Two  bright  pink  spots  burnt  in  Vanessa's  white 
dieeks  at  dinner.  Hubert  could  just  see  her  be- 
tween the  tall  flowers —     The  blood  was  racing  in 
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his  own  veins — and  the  more  moved  he  became 
die  more  his  will  asserted  itself. 

He  would  not  give  way  to  weakness— one 
shameful  memory  was  enough! 

The  stiff  ecclesiastical  atmosphere  affected 
Vanessa — on  the  outside  her  manner  became  as 
icily  reserved  as  the  rest  of  the  company's  but 
intense  excitement  held  her  beneath. 

And  so  the  evening  passed — and  at  the  re- 
spectable and  conventional  hour  of  eleven  the 
trembling,  beautiful  creature  found  herself  shivei- 
ing  in  the  vast  four-post  feather  bed ! 

Hubert,  as  he  sat  talking  to  his  uncle  and  the 
other  worthy  guests,  suddenly  laughed  aloud  at 
the  mildest  clerical  joke — the  situation  was  sar- 
donically humorous — would  his  will  hold? — 
or ? 

He  suddenly  thought  of  the  bombshell  which 
would  fall  upon  the  good  priests  if  he  were  to 
tell  them  his  thoughts!  Then  he  laughed  again 
and  the  Bishop  chuckled  contentedly. 


HO  LOVE'S  BLINDNESS 

Of  course  Vanessa  had  not  gone  to  sleep  when 
she  heard  someone  entering  the  dressing  room.  If 
her  heart  had  beaten  on  the  night  of  her  wedding 
it  was  simply  pounding  now . 

Hubert  sat  down  upon  the  hard  chair  and 
laughed  again — and  then  he  almost  cursed  aloud ! 
It  was  all  very  well  to  rough  it  for  sport,  or  in 
the  war — but  he  was  a  luxurious  person  in  Peace 
time  and  the  Chippendale  chair  was  hard 1 

He  twisted  and  turned  for  an  hour — smoking 
endless  cigarettes — then  the  clock  struck  one. 

Vanessa's  head  was  now  aching  violently  and 
her  hands  and  feet  were  icy  cold — .  All  the 
queer  rustling  noises  of  the  hot  summer  night 
seemed  to  vibrate  through  the  wide  open  windows 
— then  she  thought  she  heard  the  patter  of  soft 
rain. 

Hubert  was  aching  all  over.  There  was  no 
use  in  trying  to  lie  on  the  floor  because  of  the 
furniture — the  longest  space  he  could  see  was  less 
than  five  feet,  and  he  was  six  foot  one  tall !  He 
almost  swore  aloud  again — then  he  slipped  on  a 
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dressing  gown  and  went  down  the  spiral  stairs — 
he  knew  there  was  a  way  out  to  the  garden — but 
when  he  reached  the  lower  door — and  undoing 
the  stiff  old  lock  looked  out — the  rain  fell  on  his 
face! 

An  immense  irritation  filled  him.  The  whole 
situation  was  grotesque  and  abominably  uncom- 
fortable. Why  should  he  submit  to  it*?  He  tip- 
toed round  like  a  burglar  through  the  stone  pas- 
sages. He  would  get  a  book  he  knew  of  from  a 
book  case  in  the  upper  hall  and  read;  it  was  an 
interesting  old  edition  upon  trout  fishing.  The 
thought  came  to  him  that  he  might  rest  on  one  of 
the  drawing  room  sofas,  but  worn  out  as  he  was, 
he  knew  he  should  be  asleep  there  when  house- 
maids came  round  to  pull  up  the  blinds  in  the 
early  morning,  and  endless  chatter  would  ensue. 
How  truly  atrocious  old-fashioned  customs  were 
— ^how  uncivilized  of  his  aunt  to  have  thrust  them 
into  this  idiotic  position ! 

He  did  not  know  where  the  electric  switches 
were,  and  fumbled  along  the  dark  hall  and  up 
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the  stairs,  but  he  knew  the  position  of  the  book 
case  outside  the  great  guest  chamber  door,  that 
was  one  thing — and  just  where  to  find  the  volume. 

However,  the  noise  he  had  made  had  awakened 
the  Bishop,  who,  nightcap  on  head,  and  candle 
in  hand,  came  courageously  out  of  his  nuptial 
apartment  to  discover  if  a  burglar  was  disturbing 
the  peace  of  the  night ! 

Hubert  had  just  reached  the  book  case  when 
his  uncle  happened  upon  him. 

"God  bless  me !"  the  old  gentleman  exclaimed. 
"Nothing  the  matter  with  Vanessa  I  hope?"  His 
kindly  face  was  concerned. 

"Oh — ^no.  Uncle — I  was  looking  for — er — a 
book!'' 

The  surprise  on  the  Bishop's  face  irritated  his 
nephew  further!  It  was  evident  that  he  could 
not  go  back  to  his  dressing  room  by  the  stone 
stairs — he  would  certainly  be  expected  to  enter 
his  wife's  chamber  in  a  normal  way  by  the  door ! 

The  old  gentleman  waited  while  the  book  was 
being  found — he  did  not  like  his  volumes  to  be 
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removed — and  he  resented  having  been  awakened 
for  no  adequate  cause — the  idea  of  reading  at  this 
time  of  night!  Things  were  vastly  changed 
since  his  youth. 

Hubert  was  desperate — perhaps  if  he  opened 
the  door  very  quietly  Vanessa  would  not  hear 
him  and  he  could  creep  on  into  the  dressing  room 
unobserved. 

"Good  night,  Uncle — sorry  to  have  awakened 
you." 

Then  he  opened  the  door  cautiously  and  dis- 
appeared within. 

There  was  the  scent  of  honeysuckles  coming 
from  a  great  wet  branch  of  the  creeper  at  the 
window.  Hubert  felt  very  fatigued — ^how  good 
it  would  be  if  he  could  get  to  a  big  comfortable 
couch  he  had  observed  when  he  had  come  in  be- 
fore diimer  and  curl  up  there  in  the  airy  space 
for  an  hour's  rest.  The  dressing  room  was  stuffy 
and  close.  He  started  forward  but  could  see 
nothing  in  the  gloom. 

Vanessa  lay  quivering  like  a  captive  thrush. 
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It  might  be  a  burglar !  She  had  heard  the  mur- 
mur of  voices  in  the  hall — ^he  might  have  taken 
refuge  here!— but  some  sense  told  her  it  was 
Hubert — what  had  he  come  for? — ^Vanessa  al- 
most felt  he  must  hear  the  thumping  of  her  heart. 

Then  Hubert  stumbled  over  a  bead  work  foot- 
stool  that  was  his  aunt's  pride  and  Vanessa  sat  up 
with  a  start. 

"I'm  awfully  sorry  I've  waked  you," — he  said. 
"Oh — er — will  you  turn  on  the  light." 

It  was  extremely  warm  in  spite  of  the  rain. 
The  air  seemed  full  of  expectancy. 

Hubert  took  in  the  picture  Vanessa  made — ^her 
glorious  eyes  startled  and  misty — with  faint  blue 
shadows  beneath  them — her  face  gardenia  white 
— and  her  beautiful  cupid's  bow  of  a  mouth  as 
red  as  a  dewy  carnation.  He  could  see  her  ex- 
quisite young  shape  through  the  gauzy  raiment 
she  wore — when  suddenly  mad  passion  surged 
through  him — she  was  his  wife . 


But  ridiculous  inherited  pride  conquered  him, 
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and  without  a  word  he  turned  and  went  into  the 
dressing  room,  firmly  shutting  the  door. 

Vanessa  fell  back  on  the  soft  pillows  and  burst 
into  a  passion  of  tears. 


CHAPTER  XI 

It  was  expected  that  all  guests  at  the  palace 
should  attend  church  on  Sunday.  The  party 
walked  across  the  green  lawns  into  the  cloisters 
and  so  to  the  cathedral  and  then  sat  in  the  Chancel 
pews.  If  one  overflowed  the  second  was  at  right 
angles — so  it  happened  that  Hubert,  who  was 
late,  had  an  uninterrupted  view  of  his  Countess 
during  the  whole  service.  It  was  the  first  time 
such  a  thing  had  occurred,  that  he  would  be  prac- 
tically bound  to  look  at  her  for  an  hour  and  a 
half.  She  was  wearing  soft  summer  raiment  of 
palest  lemon,  with  a  hat  which  shadowed  her 
eyes,  so  that  he  could  not  sometimes  see  them,  but 
when  she  did  raise  her  head  he  observed  that  the 
lids  had  a  violet  tinge.  Had  she  been  crying — *? 
and  why?     His  own  state  of  mind  was  not  calm. 

He  had  not  had  a  wink  of  sleep,  and  he  felt  thor- 
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oughly  out  of  sorts,  and  resentful.  The  vision 
of  her  beauty  in  the  night,  and  the  memory  of  his 
own  emotions  haunted  him;  he  would  not  face 
the  fact  that  he  was  growing  under  the  spell  of 
her  fascinations.  He  had  so  resolutely  put  every- 
thing concerned  with  her  out  of  his  head  that  his 
mind  no  longer  registered  whether  or  not  it  was 
possible  that  she  could  not  be  concerned  with  the 
capturing  of  him.  He  had  just  accepted  the  idea 
that  she  had  understood  her  father's  plans,  and 
there  it  was  I  Thus  he  bitterly  resisted  all  his 
own  feelings  of  growing  interest  in  her. 

The  service  entoned  itself  on,  and  he  began  to 
be  desirous  that  she  would  meet  his  eyes — she  was 
certainly  exquisitely  beautiful.  What  a  marvel- 
ously  white  skin  I 

Then  he  thought  of  Charles  Langley's  remarks 
in  the  mall,  and  he  felt  a  sensation  of  anger. 

What  colour  were  her  eyes,  really  ^  Ink  black 
he  supposed — and  yet  there  was  a  bluish  shade 
about  them.  Her  eyelashes  must  be  half  an  inch 
long — there  was  a  shadow  beneath  them  that  had 
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almost  a  turquoise  suggestion.  It  had  only  come 
there  lately  in  the  past  week —  Why*?  Was 
she  unhappy — ^  Again  why*?  She  had  no  rea- 
son to  be — she  was  received  everywhere  with  open 
arms — a  Jewish  money  lender's  daughter!  Yes 
— but  Countess  of  St.  Austel — ^his  wife. 

A  sensation  of  discomfort  held  him  at  this  stage 
of  his  musings.     Yes — certainly  his  wife. 

Then  he  had  to  use  great  control  not  to  remem- 
ber some  moments.  Then  another  thought  came. 
Supposing  she  had  been  just  very  young  and  had 
more  or  less  been  influenced  by  her  father — and 
was  not  altogether  a  grabbing  wretch — what 
then^  Of  course  the  lines  of  her  form  were 
noble — there  was  no  getting  away  from  it — and 
the  expression  of  her  proud  patrician  little  face 
was  pure  and  innocent.  And  what  possibilities 
of  passion  in  the  full  glowing  red  mouth.  But 
he  cut  backward  thoughts  short  once  more ! 

Why  would  she  not  look  at  him — she  seemed 
serenely  unconscious  of  his  presence.  She  was 
apparently  really  devout  and  saying  her  prayers 
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— what  a  farce!  A  Jewess,  saying  prayers  in  a 
cathedral ! 

There  was  a  legend  in  the  Culverdale  family  of 
a  crusader  ancestor  bringing  back  a  Saracen  slave 
to  St.  Austel  and  of  the  utter  dominion  the  crea- 
ture held  over  him  for  ever  more. 

Was  Vanessa  a  re-incarnation  of  this 
Illtaia? 

Was  he — Hubert — ^last  of  his  line,  becoming 
under  the  spell  of  her,  just  to  pay  some  Karmic 
debt ?! 

Then  suddenly  his  blue  English  eyes  met  the 
glorious  fathomless  bits  of  night  sky  which  were 
Vanessa's  and  passion  filled  him  again. 

He  felt  he  did  not  care  that  they  were  in  a 
cathedral — he  did  not  care  if  she  were  a  design- 
ing schemer — he  did  not  care  that  she  was  a 
Jewess,  or  a  money  lender's  daughter — he  would 
just  like  to  kill  any  other  man  who  even  glanced 
at  her ! 

Vanessa  was  conscious  of  some  tension  in  the 
atmosphere — she  could  not  say  her  prayers  prop- 
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eriy — Hubert  looked  so  everything  that  she  de- 
sired. 

Why  was  he  so  strange?  Why  had  he  been — 
as  he  had  been  on  the  wedding  night — and  then 
like  ice  ever  afterwards? 

It  obviously  must  be  because  she  had  disgusted 
him.  But  how?  What  had  she  done?  There 
was  only  one  explanation — the  Duchess  of  Lin- 
colnwood  I  He  loved  her !  This  fair  rival  with 
the  light  hair  and  tall  shape.  Why  was  she, 
Vanessa,  but  fivG  foot  five? 

They  of  course  had  been — lovers.  She  has 
heard  now  of  such  things  in  the  world.  Were 
they  lovers  still?  Yes — that  was  it!  Her  hus- 
band was  another  woman's  lover ! 

Hubert  looked  at  her  again  then,  and  he  was 
almost  staggered  at  the  fierce  gleam  in  her  somber 
eyes. 

"Chock  full  of  character  I  really  believe,"  he 
said  to  himself — and  then  he  firmly  decided  that 
he  would  not  spend  such  another  night  of  tempta- 
tion.    He   would   get   an   imaginary   important 
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wire,  and  motor  up  to  London  before  dinner — 
Vanessa  could  follow — next  day. 

The  services  ended  at  last,  and  they  walked 
back  again  to  the  palace.  In  spite  of  all  resolves 
to  the  contrary,  Hubert  found  himself  scheming 
to  walk  beside  his  bride  I 

She  was  perfectly  unresponsive  and  aloof, 
addressing  her  entire  conversation  to  the  Dean 
who  was  on  her  other  hand. 

That  it  was  of  the  last  erudition  upon  Floren- 
tine paintings  Hubert  remarked — but  he  had 
always  heard  that  these  Jewish  girls  were  well 
educated ! 

How  very  soft  her  voice  was — and  how  per- 
fectly she  pronounced  English — with  no  modem 
slang — it  was  refreshing  to  the  ear. 

The  Dean — a  bachelor — seemed  enthralled — 
old  fool! 

Then  when  they  went  in  to  luncheon  he  decided 
it  would  be  better  to  announce  at  once  that  he 
was  going  up  to  London,  because  if  he  remained 
through  the  drowsy  warm  afternoon — in  the  rose 
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garden — ^probably — he  knew  he  would  not  have 
strength  to  go  at  all — and  would  allow  the  situa- 
tion to  get  the  better  of  his  will. 

Then  while  his  aunt  was  talking  clerical  plati- 
tudes, mixed  with  worldly  advice  to  him,  he  began 
to  speculate  upon  if  he  stayed — was  it  likely 
Vanessa  would  resist  him?  She  must  be  a  great 
deal  wiser  now  after  a  month  of  London  in  the 
full  season.  She  might  not  be  the  submissive 
lamb  he  remembered.  Did  he  remember  *?  No 
— his  memory  must  be  a  blank.  Of  course  she 
did  not  love  him — why  should  she"?  Lovely, 
composed,  serene,  reserved  creature  I 

When  Vanessa  heard  his  obvious  lie  about  his 
enforced  early  departure,  her  fine  nostrils  began 
to  quiver — he  saw  this  and  he  wondered  what 
emotion  caused  this  demonstration.  Did  she 
mind?  No — it  was  probably  because  she  was 
glad. 

He  wished  she  had  shown  annoyance.  He 
came  up  to  her  among  the  group  by  the  door  who, 
on  their  way  to  the  rose  garden,  surrounded  by 
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the  great  beech  trees,  were  bidding  him  goodbye. 

"ril  send  the  Rolls  back  for  you  in  the  morn- 
ing— I  am  afraid  you  will  have  to  be  in  time  for 
the  lunch  at  the  Italian  Embassy." 

Something — had  he  known  it — of  the  Mon- 
tinani  in  her  answered  him : 

"Thank  you — do  not  trouble — Madelaine  has 
already  telephoned  for  my  own  car  to  be  here  at 


nine." 


He  raised  his  hat  mockingly  and  drove  away. 

Then  Vanessa's  brave  front  crumbled — how 
was  she  going  to  bear  the  afternoon  among  these 
uncongenial  new  relations'? — heavy  bores  all  of 
them. 

Hubert,  of  course,  would  probably  be  dining 
alone  tonight  with — Allice!  How  she  hated 
her  I  If  she  could  have  torn  Her  Grace  in  pieces 
she  would  like  to  have  done  so !  But  instead  she 
passed  the  intolerable  hours  until  she  again  lay  in 
the  four  post  feather  bed  at  eleven  o'clock — with 
perfect  outward  calm — and  earned  golden  opin- 
ions. 
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And  after  she  started  for  London  town  in  the 
morning  the  Lady  Adelisa  announced  condescend- 
ingly to  her  Bishop  spouse: 

"Hubert's  wife  is  a  charming  girl — ^nothing 
modern  about  her  at  all." 

And  the  bachelor  Dean  who  was  a  whimsical 
cynic,  remarked: 

"It  is  the  Montinani  beating  the  Levy  that  is 
pleasing  you,  dear  lady ! — ^but  I,  personally,  have 
great  respect  for  the  children  of  Israel !" 


CHAPTER  XII 

Something  certainly  had  happened  to  Hubert. 
He  was  horribly  restless — he  played  polo  on 
every  occasion — he  tried  never  to  look  at  his  wife 
when  they  attended  festivities  together.  Every 
moment  was  growing  a  torture  of  unrest.  He 
avoided  her  whenever  he  could,  and  never  was 
alone  with  her  for  an  instant  willingly,  and  if  he 
was  forced  to  be,  remained  silent. 

At  balls,  when  he  saw  Charles  Langley  or  any 
of  his  old  friends  dancing  with  her,  he  felt  mad. 

Ralph  Dangerfield  was  absent  again  and  could 
not  soothe  or  counsel  him.  Allice  of  Lincoln- 
wood  seemed  his  only  refuge.  He  saw  her  far 
oftener  than  he  should  have  done,  although  he 
never  said  or  did  a  thing  Vanessa  could  have 
resented,  had  she  heard  and  known. 

He  danced  with  the  Duchess — ^he  never  danced 
155 
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with  Vanessa — and  his  attractive,  rather  weary 
blue  eyes,  when  he  looked  down  at  any  woman, 
always  aroused  envy  in  the  breasts  of  the  others. 

By  the  time  July  waned  Vanessa  was  un- 
speakably miserable  and  almost  at  the  end  of  her 
self  control.  Then  some  words  of  Madelaine's 
one  day — when  she  felt  a  little  faint — almost 
paralyzed  her 

How  terrible — how  wonderful —  Could  it  be 
true ? 

She  had  to  make  a  speech  at  the  opening  of  a 
huge  Empire  Bazaar  that  afternoon — and  the  new 
marvelous  thought  seemed  to  lend  her  fresh  dig- 
nity and  poise.  She  spoke  with  a  fluency  and 
perfect  expression  which  astonished  all  the  Com- 
mittee who  surrounded  her.  Benjamin  Levy  had 
chanced  upon  his  son-in-law  lunching  at  the 
Lucullus  with  a  friend,  and  had  persuaded  him  to 
come  with  him  and  hear  the  opening  address. 

Hubert  had  not  needed  much  persuasion — ^he 
wanted  to  go  and  disillusion  himself.  He  hoped 
he  should  hear  Vanessa  stumbling  through.     His 
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mother  had  made  most  graceful  opening  speeches 
in  her  time.  But  he  found  himself  thrilling  with 
admiration  at  her  perfectly  expressed  common 
sense  and  her  unconscious  dignity. 

Benjamin  Levy  beamed  with  satisfaction. 

"A  fair  Countess  I  have  given  you,  my  Lord," 
he  whispered  in  Hubert's  ear  with  his  whimsical 
smile. 

And  Hubert  nodded. 

Vanessa  was  quite  unaware  of  the  presence  of 
either  her  father  or  her  husband,  until  she  was 
coming  out,  and  saw  them  in  the  distance  in  the 
crowd — ^but  she  had  observed  the  sinister  face  of 
Oscar  Issacson  watching  her  all  the  time  with  his 
glittering,  rather  mad  looking  eyes. 

Would  Hubert  have  approved  of  what  she  had 
said?     How  she  wished  she  knew ! 

Hubert,  for  his  part,  went  straight  back  to  his 
panelled  library  looking  into  the  park.  He  was 
vibrating  with  emotion.  Not  one  of  his  family 
could  have  carried  the  audience  as  Vanessa  had 
done — and  how  she  had  looked  in  her  white  crepe 
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and  lilies  of  the  valley  tucked  in  her  belt!  He 
wished  he  had  not  promised  Allice  to  go  with  her 
to  Hurlingham  to  dine. 

When  Benjamin  Levy  reached  his  office  next 
morning,  a  wonderful  box -of  eastern  merchandise 
had  arrived — an  order  of  the  year  before. 

Oscar  Issacson  had  opened  it  and  the  contents 
were  displayed  around  on  the  chairs.  Jade,  and 
famille-rose  porcelain — and  Chinese  robes — and 
by  itself  was  a  perfectly  gorgeous  shawl — of 
white  crepe  on  which  every  known  shade  of 
scarlet  and  pink  and  orange  and  crimson  seemed 
to  be  blended  into  one  glowing  whole. 

Mr.  Levy  gave  orders  for  the  disposal  of  every- 
thing, and  in  particular  he  asked  that  the  shawl 
should  be  sent  around  immediately  to  his  daugh- 
ter. 

"See  that  Her  Ladyship  has  it  by  this  after- 
noon, Oscar,"  he  said. 

Whenever  he  used  this  form  of  speech  in  desig- 
nating Vanessa  such  wild  feelings  sprung  up  in 
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the  respectful  clerk,  that  he  prudently  always 
lowered  his  eyes. 

'Tlame  and  love — and  blood,"  he  whispered  to 
himself  as  he  touched  the  marvelous  embroidered 
flowers — and  then,  folding  the  shawl  almost  rev- 
erently, he  handed  it  to  an  underling  to  pack — 
writing  the  label  for  the  parcel  with  his  own  fine 
clerkly  hand — his  dark  eyes  gleaming  fiercely  as 
he  formed  the  "Countess"  word.  Then,  with 
more  than  his  usual  noiseless,  respectful  solici- 
tude, he  attended  to  his  master's  commands  for 
the  day,  asking  at  the  end  of  it  that  his  holiday 
might  be  from  the  fifteenth  of  August  for  a  month 
■ — not  in  September  as  was  his  wont  year  after 
year. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

Hubert  and  his  bride  had  not  returned  to  St. 
Austel  since  their  honeymoon.  Vanessa  hated 
going  out  now  because  of  seeing  the  Duchess  of 
Lincolnwood  and  her  husband  together.  What 
had  been  their  relationship^  What  was  it  now*? 
She  was  growing  more  and  more  miserable — ^life 
was  a  horrible  sham.  Why  had  Hubert  married 
her?  What  possible  reason  could  he  have  had*? 
Sometimes  she  made  up  her  mind  that  she  would 
ask  him  straight  out,  and  then  her  courage  failed 
her,  and  with  each  day,  her  lovely  face  seemed  to 
take  on  more  refined  tragic  beauty.  Its  whole 
expression  was  infinitely  sad.  The  perfect  pen- 
cilling of  her  blue  black  brows  on  her  pure  fore- 
head all  suggested  the  very  early  Victorian  type 
seldom  seen  now.  Her  hands  were  so  white  and 
small  too — they  were  not  coarsened  or  hardened 
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by  out  door  games.  The  carriage  of  her  head  was 
imperial,  and  on  the  nights  that  she  wore  her 
Empire  diadem  of  splendid  diamonds  and  rubies 
no  more  lovely  creature  had  ever  been  seen  in 
London  town.  Everyone  admitted  it.  There 
was  nothing  frivolous  about  her,  and  her  great 
stateliness  seemed  to  adorn  well  her  extreme 
youth — she  was  so  different  to  all  the  other  young 
women. 

Some  people  said  she  was  too  cold,  and  some, 
too  disdainful.  As  for  Hubert's  most  exclusive 
relations,  they  were  almost  annoyed  because  she 
was  so  perfect  that  they  could  not  find  a  flaw. 

The  days  and  nights  with  their  endless  round  of 
gaiety  dragged  on.  Some  of  the  week-ends  since 
the  marriage  had  been  spent  at  different  great 
houses  where  they  knew  the  ways  of  the  modern 
world,  and  no  such  situations  had  occurred  as 
when  with  the  worthy  Bishop-Uncle.  Hubert 
had  been  away  in  Wales  for  two  other  Sundays, 
and  one  they  had  spent  in  London.  But  now 
they  were  going  down  to  St.  Austel  again,  and  in 
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the  following  week  they  would  have  a  large  party 
for  the  Horse  Show — the  party  to  which  the 
Duchess  of  Lincolnwood  would  come. 

Hubert  had  watched  his  wife  with  jealous  eyes 
many  times  when  she  did  not  know  it  and  this 
night  at  a  ball  at  Kingsbury  House — the  last  ball 
of  the  season — Charles  Langley  was  one-stepping 
with  her,  and  bestowing  upon  her  the  most  ar- 
dent glances. 

Hubert  began  to  wonder  if  he  approved  of  the 
modern  dancing — held  so  close  like  that.  Of 
course,  it  was  only  dancing — and  everyone  did  it, 
and  it  meant  nothing — but  still —  Should  he 
dance  with  her  himself?  He  very  nearly  gave 
way  to  temptation,  and  was  on  the  point  of  going 
up  to  ask  her  when  the  Duchess  of  Lincolnwood 
left  her  partner  and  stood  beside  him. 

She,  too,  was  unhappy  in  these  days.  She  was 
more  than  ever  in  love  with  Hubert — and  with 
the  unerring  instinct  which  love  gives  even  tc 
stupid  women,  she  had  begun  to  fear  that  Hubert 
was  becoming  attracted  by  his  wife.     At  first 
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when  they  met  after  the  night  of  the  court,  she 
had  glowed  with  satisfaction.  Hubert  was  truly 
indifferent,  she  divined,  and  she  had  used  every 
one  of  her  arts — and  they  were  not  a  few — to 
enchain  him  again  to  herself.  She  gloried  in  the 
way  he  had  seemed  to  come  to  her,  although  she 
could  not  flatter  herself  that  the  slightest  senti- 
ment was  in  his  attitude.  But  still — even  to  have 
him  near  her  often  was  something.  Now,  how- 
ever, in  these  last  days,  she  detected  a  change; 
and  this  night  at  the  ball  at  Kingsbury  House  she 
saw  a  fierce  light  in  his  eyes  as  they  looked  at 
Vanessa. 

In  spite  of  Vanessa's  success,  very  often  some 
discomforts  came  to  her — and  at  this  very  ball 
she  overheard  herself  described  as  the  "Jew  money 
lender's  daughter."  It  was  as  though  someone 
had  slapped  her  face — she  had  turned  and  glanced 
at  the  speaker  with  imperial  scorn — but  the  pale 
scarlet  tinted  flush  showed  in  her  cheeks — and 
some  indignant  resentment  stayed  in  her  eyes. 
That  is  perhaps  what  made  her  not  snub  Charles 
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Langley  for  his  temerity  as  she  would  have  done 
on  another  occasion.  His  homage  was  gratifying 
to  her,  although  she  was  quite  above  using  him 
deliberately  to  make  Hubert  jealous. 

"Your  wife  looks  marvelous  tonight,  Hubert," 
Allice  whispered  to  him.  "So  un-English — her 
father  must  feel  awfully  pleased  about  it  all." 

This  was  the  first  time  that  she  had  allowed 
herself  to  say  anything  spiteful — ^but  she  throbbed 
with  jealousy  as  she  perceived  the  look  in 
Hubert's  eyes. 

He  glanced  at  her  cynically.  He  understood 
perfectly  the  cause  of  the  remark.  All  that  a 
man  could  know  about  women,  Hubert  knew ! 

There  was  a  vague  idea  in  society  generally 
that  the  marriage  was  a  very  aloof  affair.  These 
things  get  about — household  chatter — and  the  re- 
lationships of  human  beings  are  peculiarly  inter- 
esting to  numbers  of  female  minds. 

The  Duchess  of  Lincolnwood  had  heard  all  the 
rumours,  and  until  now  they  had  comforted  her. 
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But  what  rumours  of  the  past  mattered  when  a 
man  had  that  look  in  his  eye  now ! 

Charles  Langley  and  Vanessa  passed  them  close. 
Just  then  the  music  stopped  and  a  wild  feeling 
came  over  Hubert.  He  stepped  forward  totally 
disregarding  the  Duchess  and  said  almost  rudely 
to  Vanessa: 

'1  want  the  next  turn." 

Charles  Langley's  eyebrows  went  up  whimsi- 
cally and  he  bowed  and  turned  to  Allice,  who  wel- 
comed him  with  a  glitter  in  her  light  hazel  eyes, 
and  they  walked  away,  leaving  the  married  pair 
together. 

Vanessa  felt  wildly  excited  and  yet  she  resented 
Hubert's  tone  of  almost  insolent  authority.  They 
stood  facing  each  other — then  the  music  started 
once  more. 

Hubert  put  his  arm  around  her  and  they  began 
to  dance.  It  was  the  first  time  since  the  wedding 
night  that  he  had  even  touched  her.  Her  soft 
exquisitely  slender  body  seemed  to  melt  in  his 
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embrace,  she  danced  beautifully  with  that  sense 
of  rhythm  which  only  a  few  people  know. 

A  feeling  of  intoxication  came  over  them  both 
— they  knew  only  that  they  were  close.  It 
seemed  to  Vanessa  that  she  was  no  longer  herself, 
that  everything  of  her  spirit  was  mingled  in 
Hubert.  The  thought  of  wonderment,  which  had 
seemed  too  sacred  to  face,  now  held  her.  If  he 
knew — what  would  he  say?  Would  he  be  glad? 
There  they  were,  dancing  conventionally  in  a 
London  ball  room,  complete  strangers  to  each 
other — with  this  secret  in  her  heart — and  with 
one  strange  memory  between  them!  His  arms 
clasping  her  almost  fiercely — his  heart  beating 
tumultuously  against  her  breast. 

Hubert,  for  his  part,  was  just  burning  with 
passion;  he  held  her  so  tightly  at  last  she  could 
hardly  breathe.  And  when  the  band  finally 
wailed  the  last  notes  and  they  separated,  his  blue 
eyes  were  flashing,  and  her  face  was  deadly  pale. 

"What  is  it — are  you  tired?"  he  asked.  "I 
went  too  fast,  perhaps." 
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''Yes,  that  was  it/'  she  told  him  with  what  com- 
posure she  could.  And  he  led  her  to  a  seat.  He 
pulled  himself  together.  Every  time  he  gave 
way  in  the  least  to  his  emotion  for  her,  he  resented 
it,  and  he  became  angry  with  her  as  though  it  had 
been  her  fault — poor  child! 

"You  look  awfully  pale,"  he  went  on,  almost 
resentfully  as  they  sat  down,  "but  you  are  gener- 
ally white,  aren't  you?" 

"I  suppose  so." 

"Can  I  get  you  anything"?" 

" — No — I  would  like  to  leave  if  I  could,  it  is 
so  late." 

"I'll  take  you  to  the  car — it  will  be  there  of 


course." 


They  started  for  the  great  staircase,  and  while 
she  found  her  cloak,  Hubert  resumed  more  con- 
trol over  himself.  What  a  fool  he  had  been  to 
dance  with  her!  He  was  simply  furious  at  the 
thought  that  he  was  now  so  often  under  the  do- 
minion of  emotion. 

He  took  her  to  the  automobile  and,  bowing  a 
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cold  "good  night,"  returned  to  the  ball  room. 

Vanessa  quivered  with  jealousy  as  she  drove 
away — he  was  going  back  to  AUice !  They  would 
probably  laugh  together  about  the  "Jew  money- 
lender's daughter."  Did  they  speak  of  her  so 
also — like  the  rest  of  this  hateful  world? 

Madelaine  did  not  wait  up  for  her,  and  when 
she  reached  her  beautiful  room  two  stories  above 
Hubert's  library  and  also  looking  on  to  the  park, 
dawn  was  just  breaking.  The  trees  seemed  leafy 
and  green.  Stragglers  were  going  early  to  work, 
and  others  were  returning  homeward  from  fes- 
tive gatherings. 

The  whole  thing  was  a  mockery.  She  would 
not  bear  it  any  longer.  When  once  this  hateful 
Horse  Show  party  should  be  over  she  would  go 
to  her  father  and  tell  him  that  she  wished  to 
return  home.  She  would  not  live  under  Hubert's 
roof  any  longer.  There  was  some  mystery  about 
the  situation.  Her  direct  mind  hated  mysteries. 
Her  pride  was  bitterly  wounded. 
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Hubert  certainly  could  not  have  married  her 
for  her  money — he  was  very  rich.  She  gathered 
from  what  she  heard  in  the  world  he  had  always 
been  very  rich.  She  knew  enough  now  to  know 
he  would  not  have  sought  an  alliance  with  her 
father's  family.  The  bitter  sting  of  this  knowl- 
edge was  scorching  her  still.  It  was  considered  a 
stigma  then — to  be  a  money  lender.  Why  had  he 
married  her — *?     She  wished  she  were  dead. 

Then  she  remembered  what  the  future  might 
bring  into  her  life  and  a  strange  shivering  held 
her. 

Was  it  true*?  Ought  she  to  tell  Hubert? 
Ought  she  to  consult  someone"? 

What  did  it  all  mean — what  did  life  mean? 
And  if  there  was  a  new  little  soul  coming  to  earth 
through  her,  where  would  it  come  from? 

Everything  was  a  hideous  mystery — and  now 
at  this  moment  while  she  watched  the  dawn 
spreading  over  the  earth,  her  husband  who  should 
be  with  her,  was  with  another  woman — of  his 
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own  world — and  she  was  an  unloved  stranger,  an 
interloper. 

She  fell  on  her  knees  by  the  open  window  and 
slow  tears  followed  each  other  down  her  white 
cheeks. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

Ralph  Dangerfield  would  be  the  first  to  arrive 
at  St.  Austel  on  that  August  morning.  It  was  a 
Monday.  The  rest  of  the  guests  would  motor 
down  during  the  afternoon  and  the  opening  of 
the  Show  was  on  the  Tuesday.  That  night  there 
would  be  a  ball  to  celebrate  the  coming  of  age  of 
a  rich  young  orphaned  baronet  who  lived  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  on  the  Wednesday  Hubert 
and  Vanessa  would  entertain  the  elite  at  a  dance. 

They  had  had  to  discuss  the  plans  for  this 
party  together.  Hubert  simply  wore  an  armour 
of  aloofness.  He  avoided  looking  at  her.  He 
spoke  coldly  and  was  exceedingly  stiff.  So  that 
Vanessa  simply  turned  to  ice.  Her  replies  were 
monosyllabic. 

"I  hope  you  will  try  and  take  an  interest  in 
your  guests,"  he  said  at  last,  irritated.     "They 
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are  accustomed  to  come  to  St.  Austel  and  finid 
everything  rather  decently  done." 

"I  shall  naturally  be  polite  to  them," — ^her 
tone  was  haughty.  "But  I  hardly  know  even 
some  of  their  names — you  had  better  tell  me  if 
they  have  any  peculiarities." 

Was  she  being  sarcastic*?  He  grew  more  an- 
noyed. 

"They  have  no  peculiarities — they  are  just  nice 
people  who  will  feel  quite  at  home." 

"It  is  only  the  hostess  who  will  be  the  stranger." 
Vanessa's  eyes  flashed. 

Hubert  looked  at  her  greatly  surprised.  She 
had  never  before  spoken  to  him  in  this  tone !  He 
felt  disconcerted,  too,  because  he  remembered 
clearly  that  he,  himself,  had  relegated  her  into 
this  role  on  the  honeymoon.  Did  he  want  her  to 
be  a  stranger  now?  He  knew  that  if  he  faced 
his  true  feelings  he  wanted  her  to  be  in  his  arms 
next  his  heart.  He  turned  away  to  the  window 
just  as  Ralph  Dangerfield  came  in.  His  coming 
was  hailed  as  a  relief  by  both. 
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Vanessa's  face  lit  up  when  she  saw  him — ^he 
would  be  an  ally — she  could  ask  him  questions, 
about  the  guests  which  she  was  now  too  injured 
to  ask  her  husband. 

Ralph  understood  that  there  had  been  some 
storm  and  his  tact  and  easy  casualness  made 
things  go  off  smoothly  at  luncheon.  Immediately 
afterwards  Hubert  left  them  alone. 

Vanessa's  troubled  eyes  had  touched  Ralph. 
She  was  certainly  changed  in  the  last  fortnight 
when  he  had  been  absent  again  and  they  had  not 
met.  Her  beauty  was  more  delicate — probably 
she  was  very  unhappy. 

"Dear  little  cousin — tell  me  all  about  every- 
thing," he  said  as  they  sat  in  the  Greek  Rotunda 
at  the  end  of  the  terrace  near  the  clump  of  mag- 
nificent beech  trees. 

"What  is  everything?"     She  asked  it  simply. 

"Everything — is  You.  Your  face  is  altered. 
Your  eyes  are  shadowed  and  tragic — and  you  are 
so  awfully  pale.     I  want  you  to  be  happy " 

"Cousin  Ralph — is  one  meant  to  be  happy  in 
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this  world?  When  I  was  young — a  little  girl — - 
abroad,  I  seemed  to  hear  of  several  religions. 
Papa  did  not  wish  me  to  join  any  particular  sect 
— but  what  I  could  gather  from  all  I  heard  of, 
they  seemed  to  teach  that  there  was  no  such  thing 
here — only  suffering  and  sacrifice." 

"Of  course  there  is  happiness — you  must  not 
talk  like  that — sometimes  those  very  two  things 
bring  it." 

She  looked  into  the  blue  distance  and  Ralph 
thought  he  had  never  seen  anything  so  beautiful 
as  her  profile,  and  the  perfect  classic  balance  of 
her  head  and  long  slender  throat.  And  again  he 
marveled  at  Hubert.  The  time  had  surely  come 
when  he  must  put  some  new  thoughts  into  his 
head. 

"Vanessa — forgive  me  if  I  sound  impertinent 
— do  you  really  dislike  Hubert'?  You  both 
looked  so  angry  when  I  came  in.  He's  the  near- 
est thing  to  me  left — and  I  feel  that  somehow 
you  have  not  seen  the  real  man." 
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An  instinct  in  Vanessa  made  her  feel  that  she 
ought  not  to  discuss  her  husband  with  any  one, 
even  Ralph — so  she  only  said : 

"I  expect  we  had  an  arranged  marriage — and  T 
suppose  we  are  making  the  best  of  it — neither 
knowing  the  other." 

"You  ought  to  be  madly  in  love." 

"Love?  It  frightens  me — do  not  let  us  speak 
of  it.  Tell  me  about  all  the  people  who  are  com- 
ing, that  I  may  make  no  mistakes." 

Ralph  saw  that  she  meant  to  say  no  more,  so 
he  helped  her  in  every  way  he  could,  all  the  after- 
noon until  the  first  batch  of  guests  began  to  arrive. 
Among  them  was  All  ice  of  Lincoln  wood — fair 
and  perfectly  dressed. 

She  was  too  well  mannered  to  be  anything  but 
gracious  to  Vanessa.  Ralph  watched  the  armed 
neutrality  of  both  young  women.  He  would 
have  been  whimsically  amused  only  that  he  was 
concerned  about  Vanessa's  happiness.  Hubert 
watched   them,    too.     How   had   he   ever   even 
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tolerated  Allice — or  any  woman!  No  one  that 
he  had  ever  seen  could  compare  with  the  lovely, 
pale,  ethereal  girl — his  wife. 

But  he  had  not  yet  conquered  his  resentment 
against  the  whole  affair — and  Vanessa  had  not 
showed  the  faintest  sign  of  liking  for  him.  Even 
if  he  did  make  some  advance  to  her  she  might 
quite  possibly  snub  and  humiliate  him  and  he  was 
not  going  to  lay  himself  open  to  this.  Things 
would  settle  themselves  he  supposed.  He  would 
not  make  any  decisions — only  he  was  strangely 
depressed. 

Allice  sat  on  his  right  hand  at  dinner  and  he 
was  so  absent  that  she  became  quite  provoked. 

Vanessa  tried  to  keep  herself  from  watching 
them ;  she  could  not  always  see  Hubert  because  of 
the  flowers  but  she  could  observe  the  Duchess'  in- 
terested face — and  once  or  twice  she  caught  a 
look  of  so  much  meaning  that  jealous  fury  burned 
in  her. 

It  was  fortunate  that  her  training  had  always 
been  so  severe;  few  girls  of  her  age  could  possibly 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  177 

have  carried  off  the  situation  with  the  outward 
poise  that  she  showed. 

Ralph  alone  realized  that  she  was  suffering. 

"Isn't  she  too  beautiful,"  the  woman  he  had 
taken  in  said,  "but  awfully  mysterious  looking. 
One  feels  that  some  tragedy  simply  must  enter  her 
life;  it  would  not  be  dramatically  interesting 
otherwise,  and  we  have  so  few  thrills  in  these 
commonplace  days !" 

During  dinner  the  middle  part  of  the  saloon 
had  been  cleared,  and  now  the  musicians,  who  had 
played  soft  airs  while  it  was  going  on,  began  a 
stirring  jazz,  and  Hubert  and  the  Duchess  com- 
menced to  dance. 

AUice,  while  remaining  most  dignified,  man- 
aged to  appear  particularly  alluring.  She  had 
the  art  of  dress,  and  there  is  an  ambience  of 
fascination  surrounding  a  beautiful,  rich  and 
widowed  Duchess  I  She  had  been  accustomed  to 
homage  all  her  life. 

Vanessa's  cheeks  were  scarlet  pink,  the  fiercest 
passion  was  in  her.     Charles  Langley  came  up  to 
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her  and  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  smiled 
deliberately  at  him.  She  had  always  before  re- 
ceived his  ardent  admiration  with  blank  indif- 
ference. 

He  was  in  a  seventh  heaven  of  delight  and  as 
they  passed  the  other  pair,  whispered  his  appre- 
ciation. 

Hubert  observed  all  this  and  imconsciously  he 
gave  his  partner  such  a  jerk  that  she  exclaimed  in 
wonderment : 

"Hubert!" 

Then  he  asked : 

"Am  I  dancing  badly — or  are  you!" 

"Of  course  I  am  not — you  are  shockingly  un- 
even !" 

"I  dare  say — let  us  sit  down  then." 

They  retired  out  of  the  tall  open  windows  on 
to  the  terrace. 

Vanessa  felt  that  she  could  not  take  another 
step. 

Charles  Langley  was  now  telling  her  that  she 
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was  tx)0  exquisite  to  be  so  neglected — that  he 
simply  adored  her ! 

"Why  do  you  tell  me  this?"  she  demanded, 
hardly  conscious  of  what  she  was  saying,  her  real 
attention  fixed  upon  Hubert. 

The  casualness  of  her  tone  piqued  him. 

"Because  I  love  you — and  your  husband,  like 
all  others,  is  blind." 

"Mr.  Langley,  how  dare  you  say  this  to  me !" 

So  every  one  noticed  Hubert's  treatment  of 
her! 

Charles  Langley  only  held  her  the  closer. 
Humiliation  filled  her. 

She  remained  in  haughty  silence  now  as  they 
danced — half  her  attention  fixed  on  the  terrace 
window  where  she  could  see  a  fraction  of  the 
Duchess'  dress. 

They  must  be  standing  just  outside — Hubert 
probably  whispering  the  same  things  in  her  ear 
that  she  herself  had  just  listened  to !  Only  what 
a    vast    difference    there    was    in    the    meaning 
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of  whispering  and  listening!  She  now  heard 
Charles  Langley's  voice  murmuring: 

"Well,  if  old  Hubert  is  such  a  duffer — why 
won't  you  let  me  make  you  happy !" 

It  perhaps  would  be  wiser  to  regard  these  re- 
marks as  a  joke  instead  of  making  a  scene — so 
she  laughed  contemptuously  and  restrained  her 
haughty  words. 

"What  silly  things  you  say.  How  could  you 
make  me — happy*?" 

"Very  easily  if  you  would  not  always  snub  me 


so. 


Vanessa  laughed  again,  but  there  was  pain  in 
her  glorious  eyes. 

"What  would  you  do?" 

Charles  Langley  looked  down  at  her  now,  filled 
with  passion. 

Hubert  had  moved  his  position  and  could  see 
in  through  the  window.     A  blind  fury  filled  him. 

"Your  wife  does  not  seem  to  miss  you,"  Allice 
mocked  softly. 

She    too   had   moved.     Hubert   glared,    and, 
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bringing  her  back  into  the  saloon,  he  deposited 
her  with  Ralph,  and  then  strode  over  to  the  pair, 
stopping  them  as  they  passed  again. 

"I  am  sure  this  room  is  too  hot  for  you,  Vanessa 
— you  look  tired.     Come." 

Charles  Langley  patted  him  on  the  back  with 
cynical  familiarity. 

"Good  old  Hubert — how  solicitous  you  are." 

But  he  joined  the  group  of  the  Duchess  and 
Ralph. 

Vanessa  had  brought  down  the  marvelous 
Chinese  shawl  her  father  had  given  her.  It  lay 
upon  a  sofa.  She  snatched  it  up  and  threw  it 
around  her — then  Hubert  put  her  hand  in  his  arm 
almost  violently,  and  dragged  her  out  on  the 
terrace. 

Several  other  couples  were  walking  about,  so 
he  pulled  her  on  towards  the  Rotunda,  past  the 
groups  of  laurel  bushes  and  there  stopped  and 
faced  her. 

"How  dare  you  look  at  Charles  and  let  him 
look  at  you  like  that — it  is  in  the  worst  possible 
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taste."  His  voice  was  scathingly  contemptuous 
— as  jealous  voices  often  are.  It  aroused  all  the 
Montinani  spirit  in  Vanessa. 

"How  dare  you  criticize  me  at  all !" 

'because,  unfortunately,  you  are  known  to  the 
world  as  my  wife !" 

She  gave  a  little  inarticulate  sound — it  was  not 
a  sob,  nor  a  cry — it  was  as  of  some  creature  in 
great  pain. 

It  startled  Hubert  but  he  was  too  angry  to 
care  how  much  he  made  her  suffer — indeed  it  al- 
most gave  him  pleasure  to  feel  that  he  could. 

A  man  crouching  in  the  bushes  heard  the  little 
sound,  although  he  was  not  near  enough  to  distin- 
guish words  clearly.  His  mad  eyes  gleamed 
through  the  darkness.  Hubert  and  Vanessa  were 
standing  in  the  moonlight,  and  he  could  see  the 
bright  colours  of  Vanessa's  shawl. 

"What  did  Charles  say  to  you*?"  Hubert  went 
on  fiercely.     "I  insist  upon  knowing." 

"And  if  I  refuse  to  tell  you*?" 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  183 

"You  shall  obey  me,"  he  seized  her  two  wrists 
almost  roughly.     *lt  is  my  right  to  know." 

Vanessa  laughed  with  scorn.  Rights  were 
only  one  sided  things  then ! 

"I  might  just  as  well  ask  you  what  you  said 
to  the  Duchess !" 

^  He  was  nettled  !-^because  he  suddenly  realized 
that  he  resented  any  one  asking  him  to  account 
for  anything! — ^but  this  did  not  make  him  see 
Vanessa's  side  of  the  affair. 

"In  my  family  the  Countesses  of  St.  Austcl  have 
not  been  accustomed  to  allow  men  to  make  love 
to  them  before  every  one — two  months  after  their 
marriages." 

Vanessa  burned  with  indignation. 

"Why  did  you  marry  me  then — if  I  am  so  un- 
suitable^" 

He  laughed  bitterly 

"As  though  you  did  not  know  why  I  married 
you!" 

"No — I  have  often  wondered." 
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He  stared  at  her,  his  anger  cooled  for  a  moment 
in  his  bewilderment — then  the  memory  of  Charles 
Langley's  face  bent  down  close  to  her  blotted  out 
all  else  and  infuriated  him  again. 

"I  order  you  to  tell  me  what  Charles  said — that 
he  loved  you,  of  course?" 

She  remained  silent.  Hubert  still  held  her 
small  wrists — he  gave  them  a  wrench — she  cried: 

"You  are  hurting  me.'' 

He  dropped  them. 

''Did  he  say  he  loved  you?" 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders  in  a  little  foreign 
way. 

"And  you  let  him  say  it.     How  dare  you?" 

Vanessa  laughed  again,  mirthlessly. 

"He  also  told  me  I  was  exquisite — and  so 
neglected!" 

She  was  defiant. 

Hubert's  wrath  rose  higher.  She  was  getting 
the  best  of  him.  So  people  noticed  that  he  had 
neglected  her — he  had  brought  this  upon  himself,, 

"I  will  not  bear  it — a  man  to  tell  you  that  he 
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loves  you — do  you  hear !  But  Charles  would  not 
have  dared  to  do  it,  if  you  had  not  encouraged 
him.     You  are  entirely  to  blame " 

"Of  course!" 

"What  did  you  answer  to  all  this — did  you 
complain  of  meT' 

She  looked  at  him  with  withering  scorn,  and  he 
could  see  that  her  face  was  very  white  in  the 
moonlight. 

"Hardly — the  humiliation  of  your  attitude  is 
enough  without  my  craving  sympathy !" 

They  were  gazing  into  each  other's  faces — 
angry  passions  widening  the  breach  all  the  time. 

Vanessa  went  on : 

"Your  friends  called  me  'the  money  lender's 
daughter'  the  other  night.  You  neglect  and  hu- 
miliate me,  and  now  you  make  insulting  com- 
parisons between  me  and  your  family.  It  is  I 
who  will  not  bear  any  more." 

She  turned  and  with  head  held  high,  she  rap- 
idly walked  back  to  the  house,  and,  entering  by 
the  dining  room  windows,  ran  up  the  lesser  stair- 
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case,  and  so  to  her  room.  Here  she  threw  herself 
into  a  chair  and  clenched  her  hands. 

So  he  held  her  in  contempt — he  did  not  even 
believe  she  could  uphold  the  dignity  of  his  fam- 
ily! Why  had  she  not  annihilated  Charles  in- 
stead of  just  remaining  silent.  Some  demon  of 
mischance  seemed  to  follow  her  and  place  her  in 
false  positions. 

But  why  had  Hubert  married  her?  Did  her 
father  know?  There  must  be  something  ugly 
concerned  with  it  all,  and  she  was  the  unhappy 
puppet  in  the  affair.  Then  an  utter  blankness 
came  upon  her  and  she  felt  numb. 

Hubert  remained  stock  still  as  she  left — ^he  was 
filled  with  all  sorts  of  emotions — the  principle 
being  that  she  did  not  know  the  reason  why  he 
had  married  her.  She  was  not  the  Jewish  minx 
who  had  schemed  to  be  a  Countess  then.  She 
was  an  innocent  girl  who  was  but  the  tool  in  her 
father's  hands.  He  had  been  horribly  unjust  to 
her.  No  wonder  she  hated  him  and  listened  to 
Charles !     He  walked  back  towards  the  house  and 
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his  anger  cooled,  but  a  great  sense  of  discomfort 
and  bewilderment  remained.  He  was  trying  to 
adjust  his  point  of  view.  He  ran  into  Ralph  as 
he  entered  the  saloon. 

** Where  is  Vanessa — have  you  seen  her, 
Ralph?' 

"No,  I  was  wondering  what  had  become  of  her. 
She  looks  awfully  pale  tonight,  Hubert.  I  hope 
she  is  not  ill." 

Old  Ralph  was  a  stupid  old  woman — she  was 
pale  because  she  hated  him,  Hubert — and  the 
whole  situation — and  it  was  all  terrible  because 
he  knew  that  he  loved  her  at  last.  And  he  had 
treated  her  abominably  if  she  was  an  innocent 
victim,  not  a  party  to  her  father's  scheme. 

He  looked  at  Ralph  blankly  and  then  walked 
away.  Well,  they  were  bound  together — and 
perhaps  in  time  he  might  make  her  think  differ- 
ently about  him — and  there  was  this  thought  of 
comfort — she  belonged  to  him  and  could  not  get 
away ! 

The  Duchess  spoke  to  him  just  then: 
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"Hubert,  what  are  you  gazing  into  distance 
for!  One  has  heard  of  people  being  moon 
struck,  and  I  believe  it  must  be  true.  Let's 
dance  to  wake  you  up." 

He  put  his  arm  around  her  mechanically  and 
they  whirled  away  just  as  Vanessa,  having  pulled 
herself  together  and  resumed  her  calm  mien,  came 
down  the  great  stairs  once  more  to  look  after  her 
guests. 


CHAPTER  XV 

Vanessa  paused  on  the  last  step;  a  sense  of 
outrage  held  her  still  and,  .vhen  she  saw  Hubert 
again  dancing  with  the  Duchess,  a  wild  rage  filled 
her  Ralph  was  almost  alarmed  at  the  expres- 
sion in  her  eyes.  He  came  forward  and  soothed 
her  in  his  kindly  fashion,  and  tried  not  to  be  far 
from  her  until  good  nights  were  said. 

The  next  day  was  one  of  the  hottest  of  the 
year     It  was  stifling  in  the  arena  at  the  Horse 
Show-and  at  luncheon  in  the  great  tent  the 
air  seemed  as  though  it  came  from  a  furnace. 
Vanessa  could  hardly  bear  it.     Faces  kept  grow- 
ing indistinct  before  her  vision.     Hubert  had  not 
spoken  to  her.     They  had  met  casually  as  they 
were  all  assembling  to  start,  and  they  had  looked 
at  each  other  coldly.     And  now  Vanessa  was 
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seated  beside  the  chief  county  magnate  and  Hu- 
bert had  an  old  Peeress  on  one  side,  and  of  course, 
Allice  of  Lincolnwood  on  the  other.  If  he  leaned 
forward  he  could  just  see  Vanessa's  perfect  pro- 
file. She  deliberately  never  looked  his  way.  He 
was  horribly  disturbed  and  resentful  of  every- 
thing. Resentful  that  Allice  seemed  to  be  taking 
such  possession  of  him — and  that  he  could  not 
protest  that  she  should  always  be  beside  him — 
because  her  rank  entitled  her  to  sit  on  the  right 
hand  of  the  host.  He  was  resentful  that  things 
seemed  to  have  grown  so  complicated,  and  his  re- 
lations with  Vanessa  should  have  become  so 
strained  that  ordinary  speech  between  them  ap- 
peared impossible.  What  could  the  outcome  of 
it  all  be*? 

Why  had  he  been  such  a  jealous  brute  last 
night"?  He  knew  his  world,  and  just  how  much 
Charles  Langley's  attentions  really  meant.  He 
had  seen  him  behaving  to  twenty  different  women 
in  the  same  way,  and  had  always  laughed.     V^y 
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had  he  become  so  furious  and  taken  the  thing 
seriously  when  it  concerned  his  own  wife^  He 
admitted  he  would  never  have  noticed  it  in  the 
beginning,  when  Vanessa  meant  nothing  to  him. 

Allice  was  becoming  tiresome  with  her  inces- 
sant small  talk  which  once  he  had  found  so  easy 
to  hear. 

The  afternoon  was  gone  through  somehow  and 
the  evening  came,  and  the  "Coming  of  Age"  ball 
at  Lilliesfield. 

Vanessa  wore  a  dress  of  scarlet  tulle,  and  her 
diamond  crown  that  her  father  had  given  her. 
Her  gorgeous  exotic  beauty  outshone  everyone's — 
and  the  haughty  bearing  by  which  her  outraged 
feelings  expressed  themselves  added  to  the  picture 
of  some  young  fairy-tale  queen. 

Hubert  was  thrilling  with  admiration  through 
which  crept  some  chagrin.  Why  did  she  never 
wear  any  of  his  jewels'? 

The  evening  wore  on.  He  was  conscious  of 
her  every  more,  and  whom  she  danced  with  and 
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where  she  stood — and  she  believed  that  every 
time  he  was  out  of  sight  that  he  was  with  the 
Duchess ! 

At  last  they  came  face  to  face,  Vanessa  with 
Charles  Langley  once  more,  and  Hubert  with 
Allice ! 

Hubert  had  determined  to  crush  his  jealousy 
about  his  old  friend,  but  he  found  it  now  blazed 
up  again. 

"Let's  change  partners,  Charles,"  he  said 
lightly.  "Her  Grace  is  bored  with  me!"  He 
held  out  his  arm  to  Vanessa. 

"Come,  Mr.  Langley,"  the  Duchess  sneered, 
"Hubert  is  quite  right !" 

Charles  hated  relinquishing  Vanessa  but  there 
was  nothing  else  to  be  done. 

When  the  two  were  alone  Vanessa  remained 
icily  still  gazing  into  the  ball  room.  She  was 
bitterly  annoyed  to  have  been  just  a  pawn  in 
other  peoples'  games. 

"I  want  to  dance,"  Hubert  said. 

"I  don't.'* 
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*'Why  not — because  it  is  with  me?" 

'Trobably/' 

"Then  you  shall—!"  His  tone  was  fierce. 
He  put  his  arm  round  her,  and  because  it  was  im- 
possible to  make  a  scene  there  with  everyone 
looking  on,  Vanessa  was  forced  to  go  with  him, 
but  before  they  had  whirled  to  the  end  of  the 
room  a  deadly  faintness  seized  her.  Hubert  sud- 
denly felt  her  entire  body  grow  limp  in  his 
arms. 

"What  is  it?"  he  cried,  and  then  half  led, 
half  supported  her,  to  a  sofa  through  a  balcony 
window.  Something  very  strange  was  happening 
to  Vanessa.  She  did  not  feel  that  she  was  be- 
coming unconscious — only  that  there  was  a  weird 
fluttering  beneath  her  heart,  something  that  was 
not  of  herself,  but  of  some  separate  thing.  For  a 
moment  a  sense  of  terror  came,  and  then  an  un- 
accountable exaltation — her  great  black  eyes  with 
their  look  of  the  midnight  sky — fathomless  and 
mysterious,  seemed  to  be  seeing  a  vision  not  of 
earth — her  face  was  white  as  the  stephanotis 
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which  she  wore  in  her  belt.  She  heard  Hubert's 
voice  dimly: 

"For  God's  sake,  Vanessa — what  is  it — what  is 
the  matter f' 

She  controlled  herself — but  the  most  wonderful 
look  came  into  her  face. 

Hubert  suddenly  felt  himself  transported  out 
of  reality — into  some  other  world  as  he  gazed. 
Past  and  present  and  days  to  come  seemed 
merged  in  a  throbbing  silence — he  felt  intoxicated 
— under  a  spell. 

And  neither  of  them  knew  that  it  was  the  first 
earth  movement  of  their  child  which  held  them — 
they  only  felt  that  some  marvelous  new  magnetic 
current  was  drawing  them  each  to  each. 

In  another  second  Hubert  would  have  folded 
her  in  his  arms — and  the  end  of  this  story  need 
not  have  been  written — but  as  so  often  happens, 
a  trivial  circumstance  turned  the  tide  of  Fate. 
A  rather  hilarious  fox  hunting  squire  in  pursuit 
of  a  well  dowered  widow  came  out  through  the 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  195 

door  of  the  balcony  and  almost  tripped  over 
Vanessa's  minute  feet.  He  apologized  profusely 
— but  the  spell  was  broken — and  inhibitions  re- 
sumed their  hold  on  the  two. 

"It  is  nothing — thanks,"  Vanessa  said.  "I  am 
tired  and  so  do  not  care  to  dance  any  more.  Will 
you  take  me  over  to  old  Lady  Backword?  I 
should  have  greeted  her  tonight." 

Hubert  froze. 

"Certainly," — and  he  held  out  his  arm. 

They  did  not  speak  again  only  to  say  a  stiff 
good  night  among  a  crowd  in  the  saloon  when 
they  returned  to  St.  Austel. 

But  when  he  was  alone  in  his  west  wing  sitting 
room,  Hubert  mused  deeply.  What  was  it? 
What  could  it  be? 

He  leaned  against  the  open  windows  and 
looked  at  the  moon — it  was  setting  in  the  west — 
and  dawn  was  nearly  there.  He  walked  out  on 
the  old  paved  flags  between  which  the  stone  crop 
spread  and  he  looked  away  to  the  park.     Every- 
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thing  in  him  was  vibrating  with  longing.     If  they 
could  be — lovers.     If . 


The  hot  sweet  scent  of  heliotrope  came  up  from 
a  bed  near  and  then  a  bird  gave  a  sudden  chirp. 

But  it  was  not  a  bird  that  made  that  strange 
rustle  there  in  the  shrubs  beyond.  He  started 
and  listened  intently.  Then  he  went  forward 
and  peered  among  the  laurels.  There  was  noth- 
ing to  be  seen,  and  only  silence  greeted  him. 

His  thoughts  ran — that  the  sound  was  heavier 
than  would  have  been  made  by  a  stray  rabbit. 
He  would  speak  to  the  head  keeper  in  the  morn- 
ing. There  had  been  tales  lately,  the  land  agent 
had  informed  him,  of  a  gang  of  poachers  about 
the  Lilliesfield  estate — which  joins  St.  Austel — 
but  what  would  a  poacher  want  so  near  the 
house? 

He  must  have  been  mistaken,  and  it  was  a 
weasel  or  a  stoat  after  all.  Then  he  let  his  imag- 
ination go  back  to  Vanessa  and  her  desirableness 
— beautiful,  passionate,  white,  alabaster  thing. 
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The  whole  of  their  marriage  had  been  a 
ghastly  mistake  from  the  very  beginning.  Why 
could  he  not  have  met  her  in  an  ordinary  way 
without  his  judgment  being  hampered  by  preju- 
dice. Alas!  She  was  his  ideal  of  a  woman — 
he  knew  it  now — and  she  was  his  wife.  There 
were  all  the  years  ahead  of  them  and  he  would 
teach  her  to  love  him — it  was  not  too  late.  Then 
he  began  to  dream  of  how  glorious  it  would  be 
when  that  day  came — and  the  full  dawn  found 
him  still  looking  out  on  the  garden — a  rapt  ex- 
pression upon  his  face. 


Vanessa,  when  she  reached  her  Chinese  Chip- 
pendale bedroom,  lay  back  in  a  chair,  once  more 
trembling — for  the  strange  fluttering  under  her 
heart  had  come  again —  And  this  time  a  sudden 
illumination  flooded  her  spirit — and  she  realized 
the  truth.  She  had  never  faced  the  thought 
fully — she  had  thrust  it  aside — as  something  that 


198  LOVE'S  BLINDNESS 

perhaps  might  not  be  true — that  was  too  strange 
to  think  of. 

Now  the  most  powerful  emotion  shook  her. 

"Hubert,"  she  called  softly.     "Hubert !'' 

But  no  one  answered  her. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

Most  of  the  guests  went  over  to  the  Horse 
Show  again  the  next  afternoon  but  Vanessa  re- 
mained behind,  and  Ralph  Dangerfield  stayed 
with  her.  They  were  to  see  that  the  final  ar- 
rangements for  the  dance  were  complete — or  so 
they  said.  Vanessa  was  thankful  for  a  few  hours 
of  quiet.  Ralph  hobbled  on  his  crutch  beside  her 
to  the  chair,  sitting  rather  uprightly  herself. 
She  felt  that  she  must  not  give  way  to  any 
languor  or  weakness  or  she  would  find  the 
remaining  time  of  the  party  too  irksome. 

Ralph  watched  her,  his  kindly  brown  eyes  filled 
with  sympathy. 

How  could  any  man  allow  the  accident  of 
birth  to  weigh  an  instant  with  him  in  regard  to 
his  feelings  for  so  superb  a  creature  as  Vanessa! 
What  matter  if  she  were  half  a  Jewess,  and  that 
her  father  practiced  usury*? 

IQQ 
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Every  line  of  her  expressed  strength  of  char- 
acter !  Her  mouth  was  firm  for  all  its  sensitive- 
ness— her  brow  utterly  pure  and  noble — and 
those  marvelous  eyes ! 

But  there  was  tragedy  in  them. 

"Is  not  the  air  full  of  something  strange  today, 
Cousin  Ralph/'  Vanessa  remarked  with  a  queer 
little  shiver.  "So  very  oppressive  although  there 
is  not  a  cloud  in  the  sky." 

Ralph  loved  to  hear  her  say,  "Cousin  Ralph," 
— he  had  asked  her  to  call  him  so  on  their  very 
first  meeting.  And  to  the  poor  lovely  child  it 
was  a  great  comfort. 

"I  suppose  something  in  us  is  affected  by  un- 
seen forces  in  the  atmosphere,"  he  agreed.  "One 
day  science  will  unravel  it  all." 

"Then  there  will  be  no  mystery  left — there  is 
something  so  fascinating  in  mystery." 

"Your  eyes  are  very  mysterious,  Vanessa." 

She  turned  and  looked  at  him — everything  of 
pain  in  the  soul  seemed  to  be  coming  through 
them. 
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"Child  can't  you  tell  me  what  is  troubling 


you '2" 


'«Ralph_I_hate    the    Duchess    of    Lincoln- 
wood.     Why   must   she   be    always   with-my 

husband "?" 

Ralph  found  it  very  difficult  to  answer-he 
still  was  quite  unsure  in  his  own  mind  what  the 
real  meaning  of  Hubert's  connection  with  All.ce 
was.  If  he  dispelled-or  tried  to-all  alarm  m 
Vanessa's  imagination,  it  might  possibly  be  only 
temporary  soothing  syrup.     What  was  best  to 

do? 

"There  is  so  much  that  is  wonderful  m  your 
life,  Vanessa,  quite  apart  from  Hubert  and  his 
old  friends.  I  want  you  to  be  interested  m  all 
the   fine    things   you   can   do   with   your   great 

position." 

"I  will  try  to  be— but  they  do  not  really  like 
me  here  in  your  world-I  am  a  stranger." 

"That  is  nonsense.  Everyone  who  knows  you 
is  full  of  admiration." 

"I  heard  some  of  them  calling  me  the    Jew 
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money  lender's  daughter'  at  Kingsbury  House." 

Ralph  puffed  his  cigarette. 

"And  if  so,  there  is  something  to  achieve  to 
conquer  all  prejudice  by  being  your  own  exquisite 
self — easy  things  are  not  worth  having  or  doing." 

Vanessa  sighed — and  her  thoughts  wandered. 
Nothing  appeared  to  her  of  any  real  consequence 
at  the  moment  except  Hubert's  love.  That  was 
the  beginning  and  ending  of  all  things.  If  she 
should  have  to  go  on  through  long  years,  hungry 
and  lonely,  seeing  him  utterly  indifferent  at  best, 
and  at  worst,  devoted  to  another  woman — of 
what  use  living? 

Then  she  thought  of  the  secret  that  she  knew — 
the  bashfulness  in  her,  the  result  of  Madame  de 
Jainon's  stern  training — would  not  let  her  tell 
Ralph — the  only  human  being  whom  she  felt 
would  give  her  sympathy.  Papa  would  be  in- 
terested, of  course — and  perhaps  Hubert's  rela- 
tions— but  Hubert  himself? —  How  could  he 
take  an  interest  in  the  child  of  a  woman  he 
despised — he  might  even  be  annoyed — what  could 
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the  meaning  of  it  all  be^  Why  had  he  married 
her^  Why,  then,  had  he  left  her  lonely  ever 
since^    And  why  had  he  been  so  brutal  Aese  last 

*^Th!  was  too  unnsed  to  the  ways  of  the  world 
to  be  able  to  make  any  correct  deductions  or  un- 
derstand that  violent  jealousy  does  not  mdicate 
indifference.     To  her,  Hubert's  temper  had  not 
suggested  love  for  herself,  but  merely  pnde  m  h.s 
name  and  position.     She  remembered  w.th  each 
time  a  fresh  sting,  that  he  had  said  her  action 
was  "bad  taste"  and  that  "unfortunately  she  was 
known  to  the  world  as  his  wife !" 

He  regretted  the  bond  then.     No,  it  would  be 
impossible  to  tell  him-things  would  have  all  to 
be  left  to  fate-she  was  too  tired  and  crushed  to 
buffet  longer.     Only  she  hoped  that  the  God  *e 
worshipped-the  tender,  abstract  God  who  d.d 
not  concern  himself  with  sects-would  keep  her 
spirit   strong   enough   to  be   true   to   herself- 
would  give  her  courage  to  go  on,  unloved  and 
unhonoured,  and  live  for  the  child  of  her  love. 
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"Vanessa,  what  are  you  thinking  of — dear 
little  cousin?'  " 

She  almost  started  at  Ralph's  voice — so  far 
away  had  her  thoughts  been. 

"I  am  perhaps  saying  a  prayer,  Cousin  Ralph — 
now  let  us  talk  of  the  new  book  about  the  Greek 
Civilization  which  came  in  the  batch  from 
London  yesterday." 

"You  won't  let  any  one  inside  the  walls  of 
your  thoughts  then?" 

"It  would  be  of  no  use.  You  may  smile  be- 
cause you  think  that  I  am  so  young,  but  I  know 
that  if  we  want  to  win  out,  we  must  decide  for 
ourselves,  and  bear  things — quite  alone." 

So  Ralph  did  as  she  wished  and  talked  of 
books — but  a  feeling  of  something  ominous 
stayed  with  him — especially  when  the  party  from 
the  Horse  Show  returned  and  once  more  he  saw 
Hubert  and  Allice  go  off  to  play  tennis,  leaving 
Vanessa  surrounded  by  the  other  guests. 

If  he  had  known  it  Hubert  was  fuming. 

By  a  clever  trick  the  Duchess  had  literally  tied 
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him  up  to  do  this,  saying  that  they  must  have 
their  revenge  upon  Charles  Langley  and  a  cousin 
of  Hubert's  who  had  beaten  them  the  day  before. 
He  was  really  only  longing  to  stay  near  Vanessa 
and  try  and  begin  to  change  the  tone  between 
them.  He  had  no  idea  that  she  was  jealous  of 
Allice  as  Vanessa  had  never  showed  anything  but 
icy  coldness  to  himself. 

"How  sultry  the  air  is,"  the  Duchess  said  as 
she  threw  off  her  very  attractive  sports  coat. 
"One  would  think  a  thimder  storm  was  coming 


on." 


"And  not  a  wee  cloudlet  in  the  naughty  sky," 
laughed  the  cousin  as  she  sent  a  ball  right  at 
Hubert's  head. 

Vanessa — over  by  the  beech  trees  under  which 
the  party  was  grouped — felt  every  nerve  in  her 
body  tingling  with  cruel  emotion.  Why,  why 
must  she  be  always  neglected  and  put  aside !  She 
was  the  hostess — the  Duchess  had  not  even  con- 
sulted her  as  to  whether  or  not  they  should  play 
now — she  had  simply  c<Mne  in  with  her  plan  ar- 
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ranged,  and  had  taken  possession  of  Hubert  as 
though  he  belonged  to  her,  utterly  ignoring 
Vanessa. 

Their  merry  laughter  came  across  the  lawn — 
they  were  all  so  gay  and  friendly,  and  at 
ease  with  each  other — none  of  the  punctilious 
politeness  with  which  most  of  them  treated  her. 

"It  is  all  because  they  know  that  he  despises 
me,  that  they  are  so,"  the  poor  unhappy  child 
said  to  herself.  "They  take  the  lead  from  Hu- 
bert. If  he  loved  me  and  they  knew  it  they 
would  be  different." 

She  knew  that  she  had  nothing  tangible  to 
complain  of — the  whole  company  were  deferen- 
tial to  her — except  Allice — ^but  there  was  a  shade 
— an  indescribable  something  in  their  manner  to 
her. 

Ralph  knew  she  was  suffering — but  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done. 

When  the  tennis  was  finished  the  four  players 
joined  the  rest  of  the  party  under  the  trees  for 
iced  drinks — and  everyone  laughed  and  talked  to- 
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gether,  Charles  Langley  recounting  how  a  man 
at  the  Horse  Show  had  told  him  of  an  exciting 
chase  that  had  happened  at  Lilliesfield  the  night 
before,  after  a  poacher,  setting  snares  for  young 
partridges. 

Hubert  listened  and  remembered  the  sound  in 
the  laurels.  Vanessa  watched  him — he  never 
looked  more  attractive  than  in  tennis  flannels. 
That  grace  of  movement  which  only  perfect  fitness 
and  athletic  training  give  to  a  man,  added  to  all 
the  lines  of  breeding,  made  him  a  very  desirable 
creature  to  please  the  eye — then  his  blue,  blue 
eyes,  shining  from  the  healthy  tan  of  his  face, 
affected  all  women — and  above  all  his  indifference 
drew  them  I 

Vanessa,  as  she  looked  covertly  at  him,  thrilled 
with  passionate  longing.  He  was  hers  by  law — 
not  the  Duchess'.  It  was  shameful  that  things 
should  be  as  they  were.  She  could  not  bear  it 
any  longer,  and  strolling  with  some  of  the  guests 
towards  the  house  at  last,  she  went  to  her  room, 
There  she  sat  behind  the  net  curtains  of  the  win- 
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How,  watching  the  lawn — and  Hubert — stretched 
on  the  grass  at  the  Duchess'  feet  was  with  un- 
concerned lazy  enjoyment,  pulling  the  ears  of  his 
Airedale. 

A  fearful  gust  of  passion  swept  through 
Vanessa. 

"I  would  kill  you  if  I  could!"  her  quivering 
lips  whispered.     "He  is  mine — ^not  yours !" 


CHAPTER  XVII 

This  night  she  looked  more  like  a  Queen  than 
ever — in  a  gold  and  silver  gown — her  glorious 
hair  twisted  with  pearls,  and  on  her  arm  she 
carried  her  father's  present,  the  Chinese  shawl. 

Dinner  passed  off  with  outward  calm  and  then 
for  an  hour  Vanessa  and  Hubert  stood  and  re- 
ceived their  guests,  who  were  coming  on  to 
the  dance.  They  never  spoke  to  each  other — 
Vanessa's  frozen  mien  seemed  to  paralyze  the 
words  on  Hubert's  lips. 

Then  the  dancing  began  to  be  in  full  swing  so 
they  could  leave  their  posts  and  with  a  sigh  of 
relief,  Hubert  moved  into  the  saloon.  How  he 
loathed  the  whole  thing.  Tomorrow  when  aU 
the  friends  would  be  gone  and  he  would  be  alone 
with  Vanessa,  then  he  would  make  her  speak  to 
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him — and  begin  gradually  to  break  down  the 
barrier  between  them. 

He  had  better  definitely  let  Allice  see  that  he 
was  bored  with  her,  and  had  no  intention  of 
putting  up  with  her  insidious  advances  any 
longer.  He  had  been  a  weakling  to  have  allowed 
her  to  be  foolish  and  sentimental  as  she  had 
certainly  been  in  these  last  days. 

With  this  intention  he  gravitated  toward  her. 
She  was  in  a  silver  gown  also — and  he  could  not 
help  noticing  how  much  more  beautiful  Vanessa 
looked  of  the  two. 

The  little  insolence  of  again  picking  up 
Vanessa's  scarlet  embroidered  shawl  seemed  to 
gratify  Allice's  small  spirit.  She  wrapped  it 
around  her,  and  as  Vanessa  came  in  from  the 
green  drawing  room  where  she  had  been  receiving 
the  guests,  she  just  caught  sight  of  her  husband 
and  the  Duchess  disappearing  through  the  win- 
dows to  the  terrace. 

All  the  passionate  Italian  strain  in  her  seemed 
to  come  uppermost — a  mad  feeling  of  jealousy 
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overcame  her.  She  must  follow  them — she  could 
bear  it  no  longer — she  must  know  for  herself  what 
their  relations  were. 

With  the  cunning  of  despair  she  went  back 
through  a  side  hall,  and  seizing  a  dark  blue  car- 
riage rug,  she  wrapped  it  around  her  slender  body, 
concealing  her  gorgeous  dress — then  she  slipped 
through  the  little  door  of  the  passage,  and  so 
gained  the  terrace.  If  she  crept  round  through  a 
small  path  amongst  the  laurel  bushes  she  would 
come  out  fairly  close  to  the  Rotunda  where  the 
Duchess  and  Hubert  were  evidently  bent  for. 
She  could  see  the  shawl — her  shawl ! — above  the 
Duchess'  silver  gown — in  the  moonlight — it 
gleamed  as  they  walked  on. 

Wild  rage  shook  her — her  teeth  chattered — ^her 
hands  were  damp  and  cold.  She  paused  in  the 
narrow  alley,  and  crouching  behind  the  trunk  of 
a  cedar  tree,  she  could  see  in  the  distance  the  two 
come  into  the  Rotunda,  and  lean  upon  the  balus- 
trade. 

Her  heart  beat  so  fast  she  could  hardly  breathe 
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— then  she  could  see  the  Duchess  throw  herself 
into  Hubert's  arms  and  clasp  him  around  the 
neck.  She  trembled  with  mad  passion — ^but  as 
she  watched  she  perceived  that  Hubert  violently 
unclasped  the  clinging  hands,  and  almost  threw 
the  Duchess  from  him  with  disdain.  Then,  in 
sudden  relief  her  senses  returned  and  she  felt 
only  overcome  with  shame  at  her  own  action  in 
having  followed  them — a  mean  and  paltry  thing 
to  have  done.     She,  Vanessa,  to  have  sunk  so  low. 

As  she  turned  to  rush  back  to  the  house  a  shot 
rang  out,  and  she  remembered  vaguely  Charles 
Langley's  having  said  something  about  poachers. 

The  path  went  at  a  sharp  angle  here  and  before 
she  turned  the  corner,  a  man  broke  through  the 
laurels,  running  fast,  and  dropping  a  pistol  in  the 
path,  disappeared  in  the  bushes  on  the  opposite 
side. 

She  neither  saw  nor  heard  this,  her  mind  ob- 
sessed with  the  thought  of  her  own  unworthy 
conduct. 

But  she  paused  for  breath  on  the  very  spot 
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where  the  pistol  lay — and  then  was  conscious  that 
Hubert  was  coming  rapidly  toward  her  from  the 
direction  of  the  Rotunda. 

He  would  realize  that  she  had  followed  them. 
Oh!  The  shame  of  it.  She  started  to  run,  but 
in  five  paces  he  caught  up  with  her  and  roughly 
seized  her  arms. 

"You  jealous  wicked  woman."  His  voice  was 
hoarse  with  pain  and  horror.  "How  could  you 
doit!" 

Then  in  the  distance  they  heard  the  noise  of 
voices. 

"Go — get  away  in  the  motor  before  everyone 
knows — before  you  are  suspected.  I  will  say 
your  father  is  ill  and  you  were  sent  for —  Go — ! 
You  have  disgraced  my  name  and  my  house — 
Go!" 

His  words  came  like  scorpion  whips.  She  had 
indeed  disgraced  herself — but  since  it  was  all 
over  and  hopeless,  passion  burst  at  last  all  re- 
straining. 

Her  voice  cried  out  in  agony : 
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"What  I  have  done  was  wrong  I  know — but  I 
was  wild  with  jealousy.  I  love  you.  I  love 
you."  Her  soft  and  tender  vow  was  deep  with 
passion.  "And  you  have  tortured  me,  and  driven 
znc  mad —  And  now  you  send  me  from 
your  house — I,  your  wife — and — your  unborn 
child" 

Hubert  almost  staggered  back  as  he  dropped  her 
arms. 

"Oh— my  God!"  he  groaned. 

But  Vanessa  did  not  wait — she  rushed  from 
him  and  gained  the  house  without  being  seen — 
dropping  the  carriage  rug  in  the  hall — and  in  less 
than  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  having  telephoned  the 
garage  to  say  her  father  had  been  taken  ill  and 
she  must  go  to  him  at  once,  she  was  speeding  to 
London  in  her  own  car., 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

When  Hubert  and  the  Duchess  had  reached  the 
Rotunda  neither  was  aware  that  a  pair  of  mad 
eyes  were  watching  them  not  twenty  yards  off. 
Allice  was  in  a  desperate  mood — tomorrow  she 
would  be  leaving  for  Scotland  and  when  she  came 
south  again  Hubert  would  most  probably  have 
decided  to  cut  her  out  of  his  life.  She  really 
loved  him  with  all  the  passion  her  nature  was 
capable  of. 

Hubert  was  determined  to  let  her  see  that  he 
was  quite  indifferent  to  her,  and  that  Vanessa 
held  his  heart.  He  had  been  a  weak  fool,  and 
this  drifting  along  must  end. 

"Answer  me  a  question,  Hubert,"  Her  Grace 
demanded  when  they  leant  on  the  balustrade  of 
the  Rotunda  with  their  backs  to  the  laurels  look- 
ing on  the  park. 

"What  question?" 
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"Do  you  love  your  wife  now,  even  though  I 
know  you  did  not  at  first?" 

Hubert  looked  straight  down  into  her  eyes. 

"Yes,  I  do,  Allice — I  love  her  better  than  I 
have  ever  loved  a  woman  in  my  life." 

The  Duchess  gave  one  little  sob  and  flung  her- 
self into  his  arms. 

Oscar  Issacson  had  spent  his  holiday  at  a  quiet 
village  within  easy  distance  of  St.  Austel.  A 
day's  trout  fishing  now  and  then  was  to  be  had 
from  the  landlord  of  the  Inn — and  that  was  his 
pretext.  But  in  reality  an  overmastering  desire 
to  see  Vanessa,  his  employer's  daughter,  drew 
him.  The  thought  that  she  was  a  "Countess" 
now  removed  into  a  grade  far,  far  above  him, 
acted  upon  his  diseased  imagination  in  the 
queerest  way.  A  sense  of  personal  hatred  and 
revenge  filled  him.  He  wanted  to  destroy  her. 
She  would  not  enjoy  her  rank  nor  her  handsome 
husband. 
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Each  day  he  grew  more  mad,  and  his  feelings 
grew  more  bitter. 

He  had  made  one  or  two  visits  to  St.  Austel, 
and  picked  up  an  acquaintance  with  the  land 
steward  over  the  trout  stream,  so  he  kept  himself 
informed  of  the  movements  of  the  party. 

He  had  been  crouching  in  the  bushes  the  night 
Hubert  heard  what  he  thought  was  probably  a 
stoat. 

But  Oscar  wanted  to  make  sure  of  things  be- 
fore he  struck,  and  when  he  had  watched  Vanessa 
and  her  husband  evidently  quarrelling  in  the 
moonlight,  he  had  had  no  weapon  with  him. 

There  was  something  dramatic  in  his  strange 
mentality — to  destroy  the  hostess  on  the  night  of 
her  own  ball  gave  him  some  fiendish  glee.  He 
concealed  himself  in  the  laurel  bushes  near  the 
Rotunda,  this  time  armed — and  to  his  satisfac- 
tion, saw  the  pair  approaching.  Had  he  not 
packed  and  forwarded  that  very  shawl  to 
Vanessa"?     He  recognized  it  at  once,  even  at  this 
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distance.  He  gloated  over  the  two  figures  as 
they  entered  the  Rotunda — he  saw  the  gleaming 
silver  of  the  dress  and  the  flaming  shawl — then  he 
saw  her  whom  he  believed  to  be  Vanessa,  throw 
herself  into  the  arms  of  her  husband.  He  took 
deliberate  aim,  watching  him — then  he  saw 
Hubert  remove  the  woman  from  him  in  scorn. 
He  gave  a  little  mad  laugh  and  fired!  As  he 
saw  the  figure  fall  and  a  couple  who  had  been 
walking  on  the  terrace  rush  up  to  the  Rotunda, 
paralyzing  fear  overcame  him.  He  had  killed 
the  woman  he  had  loved — he  would  be  caught 
and  hanged!  Mad  terror  seized  him  and  he 
rushed  back  through  the  bushes  blindly,  dropping 
the  pistol  as  he  crossed  a  path — ^but  where  was 
safety^  He  did  not  know  the  ground  well 
enough  to  be  sure.  If  he  could  get  back  once 
more  to  his  quiet  Inn  no  one  would  suspect  him. 
He  ran  through  the  gardens  beyond  the  clipped 
yews — and  then  came  to  the  haw  haw  ditch  which 
separated  them  from  the  park.  Here  he  made  a 
leap  and  in  the  bright  moonlight  his  flying  form 
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caught  the  eyes  of  two  of  the  keepers  who  were 
coming  up  the  drive  nearby,  bent  on  seeing  the 
festivities  at  the  house. 

In  a  moment  they  had  seized  and  held  him. 
Then  his  unbalanced  mentality  gave  way  and  it 
was  a  raving  lunatic  whom  they  struggled  with. 

'Tve  killed  her!  I  knew  the  shawl!  Fve 
killed  the  Countess!  She  won't  despise  me  any 
more.  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  He  shrieked  this  over  and 
over  again,  and  kicking  and  foaming  at  the 
mouth,  the  keepers  bound  him  at  last,  and  carried 
him  to  the  stable  yard  where  the  news  had  spread 
that  the  Duchess  of  Lincolnwood  had  been  shot 
by  a  poacher  and  was  thought  to  be  dying — and 
the  young  Countess  of  St.  Austel  had  been  sud- 
denly summoned  to  London  on  account  of  the  ill- 
ness of  her  father. 

All  was  commotion  and  excitement  in  the  great 
house — guests  departing  and  servants  passing 
backwards  and  forwards. 

As  the  shot  rang  out  and  the  Duchess  had  fallen 
forward,  Hubert  horribly  emotioned,  lifted  her 
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onto  the  same  long  chair  Ralph  Dangerfield  had 
rested  in  all  the  afternoon.  Then,  when  alarmed 
guests  from  the  terrace  came  up — ^he  relinquished 
her  to  them  and  rushed  after  the  assassin — who 
must  be  there  in  the  path  between  the  laurels. 

When  he  saw  Vanessa's  hastening  figure — ^he 
did  not  immediately  recognize  that  it  was  she — 
until  she  turned  and  he  saw  her  silver  gown 
gleaming  beneath  the  blue  carriage  rug  in  the 
glancing  moonlight.  Afterwards  when  he  re- 
membered this  moment  of  agony,  he  knew  that 
his  first  concern  had  been  for  her — that  she  might 
get  away  to  safety — it  outweighed  even  his  horror 
for  the  crime — and  then  her  words ! 

"I  love  you — I  love  you." 

A  madness  of  anguish  held  him — ^but  she  was 
gone. 

As  he  turned  to  go  back  to  the  group  in  the 
Rotunda  he  suddenly  knew  that  he  did  not  care 
if  she  was  a  murderess  or  no — whatever  she  had 
done  had  been  his  fault.  He  had  tortured  her 
unknowingly.     She  was  his  wife  and  his  beloved 
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♦—and  now  there  w^s^  his  child.     He  would  de- 
fend her  with  his  life. 

They  carried  the  poor  wounded  lady  into  the 
house  tenderly,  and  soon  the  doctor  came.  It 
was  but  a  flesh  wound  in  the  side — the  bullet  had 
gone  clean  through — and  no  complications  occur- 
ring Allice  vould  recover  in  a  short  time. 

But  the  hour  was  agony  until  they  knew, 

Hubert,  outwardly  calm  and  giving  directions, 
was  in  a  fever  of  unrest  and  misery.  Had 
Vanessa  left^  Could  there  be  any  clue  that  it 
was  she  who  had  committed  the  crimed  Would 
the  servants  have  remarked  that  no  telephone 
message  had  come  from  London  about  her  father? 
Would  they  tell  the  police?  He  had  been  wrong 
to  advise  her  to  go — she  should  have  stayed  and 
played  her  part. 

But  no  one  could  suspect  her.  He  had  picked 
up  the  pistol — a  new  Colt  Automatic — and  he 
had  flung  it  far  in  the  bushes.  If  it  should  be 
found,  they  would  have  to  trace  where  it  came 
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from  and  who  would  know  that  Vanessa  had  one 
in  her  possession^ 

And  it  had  all  been  done  for  love  of  him! 
She  loved  him!  This  thought  came  as  some 
exaltation,  even  through  all  the  agony. 

When  the  doctors  pronounced  that  the  wound 
was  not  fatal,  Hubert  came  upon  Ralph  Danger- 
field,  who  drew  him  to  a  deserted  sofa  in  the 
empty  saloon. 

"Hubert,  where  is  Vanessa?  It  is  strange  that 
she  should  not  be  here." 

They  had  never  lied  to  each  other  in  their  lives 
— and  now  Hubert  could  not  meet  Ralph's  eyes 
— ^he  turned  away  his  haggard  face. 

"It  is  my  fault,  Ralph — I  am  entirely  to  blame 
— you  must  stand  by  us  in  this  frightful  moment. 
Vanessa  has  gone  to  London  to  her — father." 

"My  God,  Hubert — do  you  mean  to  tell  me 
you  believe  Vanessa  fired  the  shot?"  Ralph  was 
petrified  with  horror.  "It  is  absolutely  impos- 
sible— you  do  not  know  her,  Hubert.     She  is  the 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  223 

noblest  creature,  incapable  of  such  a  cruel  thing 
— nothing  would  ever  make  me  credit  it." 

Hubert,  utterly  broken,  clenched  his  hands. 

"Ralph — I  tell  you  I  am  to  blame — I  made 
her  desperately  jealous." 

" — Yes,  but  how  could  you  suspect  her — what 
reason T' 

Ralph  was  stunned  for  a  moment,  but  pres- 
ently his  belief  in  Vanessa  revived  beyond  all 
proofs. 

"She  must  have  mistaken  your  meaning,  Hubert 
— nothing  will  ever  make  me  believe  that  she 
did  it." 

"And  whether  she  did  or  no,"  Hubert's  voice 
was  fervent,  "I  love  and  worship  her — and  I  will 
devote  my  life  to  trying  to  make  her  forgive  and 
love  me." 

Just  then  they  were  informed  by  the  stately 
Fodder,  that  the  keeper  had  found  the  would-be 
assassin,  a  madman  who  had  intended  to  murder 
— ^not  the  Duchess — ^but  Her  Ladyship  herself. 
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Mr.  Podder  considered  that  bad  taste  had  been 
added  to  the  vulgar  crime  of  attempted  murder — 
to  shoot  at  a  beautiful  young  Countess  on  the 
night  of  her  own  ball ! 

But  to  the  two  men  to  whom  the  one  woman 
mattered  more  than  heaven  or  earth,  his  news 
contained  only  joy. 

This  was  for  the  first  moment — then,  when  he 
remembered  how  he  had  spoken  to  Vanessa, 
Hubert's  humiliation  and  remorse  were  complete. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

Vanessa  reached  her  old  home  at  Hampstead  at 
about  two  in  the  morning.  Her  father  was  sound 
asleep;  so  were  all  the  servants,  and  she  had  to 
wait  for  some  ten  minutes  before  the  chauffeur 
could  make  any  one  hear. 

Mr.  Levy,  wrapped  in  a  heavy  silk  dressing 
gown,  at  last  came  rapidly  down  the  stairs.  He 
was  full  of  anxiety — and  when  he  saw  his  daugh- 
ter's face  he  paled  considerably.  His  cautious 
instincts  always  served  him  though — he  drew  her 
into  his  sitting  room  on  the  right  of  the  hall,  and 
shut  the  door  before  he  spoke  to  her. 

"For  God's  sake,  child — what  has  happened?" 

Vanessa  had  sunk  into  a  chair  and  was  staring 
in  front  of  her  with  melancholy  fixed  eyes,  out  of 
which  all  life  seemed  to  have  fled.     Her  face 
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was  ashen  pale,  her  attitude  utterly  listless.  In- 
finite tragedy  seemed  around  her. 

Her  gaze  never  altered — and  her  voice  was 
absolutely  monotonous  as  she  answered. 

"Lord  St.  Austel  has  turned  me  from  his  home 
— ^he  says  I  have  disgraced  his  name  and  his 
house." 

Mr.  Levy  almost  fell  into  a  seat  beside  her. 

"Tell  me  immediately — what  led  to  this. 
What  had  you  done?" 

She  did  not  appear  to  understand  the  ques- 
tion; she  spoke  in  the  same  passionless  voice,  re- 
peating her  words : 

"Lord  St.  Austel  turned  me  from  his  house, 
Papa — so  I  have  come  to  you." 

"But — ^Vanessa,  dear  girl,  explain — explain." 

She  rose  quietly. 

"I  am  tired — I  will  go  to  my  old  room." 

Her  voice  sounded  so  strange  it  was  almost  as 
though  a  dead  person  were  speaking.  Benjamin 
Levy  grew  terrified. 
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"You  must  wait  until  I  have  it  prepared, 
dearest  child.     Rest  there." 

She  sank  back  into  her  chair  and  then  remained 
motionless  as  before. 

Mr.  Levy  quickly  called  the  servants  and  gave 
orders — then  he  himself  brought  a  glass  of  cham- 
pagne— and  tried  to  make  Vanessa  drink  it,  but 
she  refused. 

"I  am  not  thirsty,  Papa." 

Nothing  he  could  say  could  make  her  drink  it. 
Each  time  he  tried  to  persuade  her  she  just  an- 
swered, simply  repeating  the  words  like  a  child: 

"I  am  not  thirsty,  Papa." 

Then  the  parlourmaid  announced  that  the 
room  was  ready,  and  Vanessa  rose  again.  Her 
father,  horribly  disturbed,  supported  her  up  the 
stairs — and  to  her  old  pink  flowered  chintz  room 
— and  at  the  door  she  turned  and  looked  at  him, 
and  his  eyes  fell  before  the  accusing  pathos  in 
hers. 

"Papa — ^you  meant  it  for  the  best  perhaps — 
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marrying  me  to  Hubert — but  you  have  gambled 
with  two  people's  souls." 

She  stood  there  in  her  splendid  silver  dress  with 
the  pearls  twisted  in  her  hair — her  sable  cloak 
fallen  from  her — and  even  in  her  great  distress, 
the  thought  came  to  her  father  that  she  looked 
like  some  gorgeous  Queen. 

"Oh,  my  child — my  child."  His  voice  was 
broken  with  emotion.  "Vanessa — what  has  hap- 
pened?    What  can  I  do?' 

"Papa,  let  me  sleep — I  am  so  weary — every- 
thing is  too  late." 

He  tried  to  insist  that  one  of  the  maids  should 
help  her  to  undress — but  she  refused  with  the 
same  frozen  calm,  and  at  last  he  was  obliged  to 
desist  and  leave  her.  He  heard  the  key  turn  in 
the  lock  after  he  shut  the  door — and  once  more 
in  fear  he  cried  to  her. 

"Oh!     My  child !" 

"I  am  quite  well.  Papa.  Just  let  me  sleep," 
came  in  her  unnaturally  monotonous  voice. 

So  there  was  nothing  to  be  done  until  morning, 
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and  Benjamin  Levy  returned  to  his  own  room  to 
think.  Dawn  would  soon  be  here.  Should  he 
telephone  to  St.  Austel? 

While  he  was  thus  musing — filled  with  agitated 
thoughts — a  long  distance  call  came. 

It  was  Hubert's  voice  on  the  telephone,  hoarse 
with  emotion.  Was  Vanessa  there — ?  — Yes 
— ^he  was  coming  at  once 

No  time  was  given  for  Mr.  Levy  to  answer 
further — the  connection  was  cut.  The  only  thing 
now  to  be  done  was  to  wait  events. 

So  the  anxious  father  dressed  and  was  ready 
in  his  sitting  ro*  m  when  about  five  o'clock 
Hubert's  motor  da  hed  up,  and  he  assisted  his 
cousin  Ralph  out,  and  they  rang  the  gate  bell. 

All  the  dignity  which  his  clients  knew  so  well 
was  in  Benjamin  Levy  when  he  greeted  the  two 
men  coldly  after  the  head  parlourmaid  showed 
them  ceremoniously  into  his  sitting  room. 

"I  must  see  my  wife,"  Hubert  announced. 
''Mr.  Levy,  there  has  been  a  terrible  mistake!" 

"Lady  St.  Austel  does  not  wish  to  be  disturbed 
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until  the  full  morning,  My  Lord — will  you  be 
good  enough  to  inform  me  what  is  the  trouble?" 

Ralph  Dangerfield  spoke : 

"It  was  all  the  most  awful  misunderstand- 
ing 

Vanessa's  father  interrupted  sharply. 

"A  misunderstanding  which  requires  full  ex- 
planation. I  gather  from  my  daughter  that  her 
husband  turned  her  from  his  home." 

Hubert  broke  in  now — he  told  that  he  had  sus- 
pected his  wife  wrongly,  the  circumstantial  evi- 
dence having  been  so  strong.  He  did  not  try  to 
shield  himself — ^he  stood  haughtily  telling  the 
truth  in  the  shortest  words. 

When  he  ceased  speaking  Benjamin  Levy  rose 
and  answered,  wrath  and  scorn  in  his  tones : 

"You  suspected  my  daughter  of  intended  mur- 
der, My  Lord — and  turned  her  from  your  house  I 
I  refuse  to  let  you  see  her — that  has  gone  too  far." 

"I  will  see  her.  You  forced  the  situation  of 
our  marriage — ^but  I  love  her — and  she  is  my 
wife." 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  231 

Hubert  drew  himself  to  his  full  six  foot  one 
of  height — his  blue  eyes  flashed,  and  those  who 
had  thought  him  tired  looking,  casual  and  indif- 
ferent, would  have  been  surprised  to  have  seen 
him  then. 

"Take  me  immediately  to  her  room." 

The  two  men  faced  each  other.  Then  that 
quiet  abstract  point  of  view  which  generally  held 
Benjamin  Levy,  and  made  him  so  successful,  took 
command  of  him  again.  His  brain  began  to 
reason.  He  had  forced  the  marriage.  This  type 
of  man — honourable,  reserved  and  arrogant  as 
his  son-in-law  was — would  not  tell  an  untruth  or 
shield  himself  for  the  world.  Vanessa  had  prob- 
ably been  jealous — although  Lord  St.  Austel  had 
taken  the  whole  blame  and  accused  himself  of 
shameful  want  of  understanding.  What  would 
make  for  the  happiest  ending  of  this  drama? 
That  was  the  real  thing  to  be  considered — not 
which  one  of  them  had  his  personal  feelings  hurt. 

That  the  two  should  meet  and  heal  their  dif- 
ferences was  surely  the  sagest  aspect  to  consider. 
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"I  will  go  and  ask  her  if  she  will  see  you  now, 
Lord  St.  Austel — but  if  she  refuses,  you  must 


wait." 


Hubert  took  no  notice  of  this  but  followed  his 
father-in-law  up  the  stairs  to  Vanessa's  door. 

Benjamin  Levy  knocked  gently. 

"Vanessa,"  he  said  softly. 

There  came  the  answer  in  the  same  monotonous 
tone  as  before. 

"What  is  it,  Papa?' 

"Vanessa —  Your  husband  has  come,  and 
wants  to  see  you." 

"I  have  nothing  to  say  to  him.  Leave  me  in 
peace,  Papa." 

"Vanessa !  I  implore  you — let  me  see  you  just 
for  one  moment,"  Hubert  cried  desperately,  wild 
with  pain  and  anxiety. 

"It  is  finished — you  have  turned  me  from  your 
home — I  and  your  child." 

Her  voice,  with  its  monotonous  dead  tones, 
floated  to  them  through  the  closed  door. 

Then  there  came  some  little  anguished  shriek, 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  233 

and  the  listening  men — three  of  them  now — for 
Ralph  Dangerfield  had  hobbled  up  and  joined 
them — shivered  with  dread. 

"Vanessa,  Vanessa,  speak  to  me  I"  Hubert 
called  in  anguii^h,  but  no  answer  came. 

"I  cannot  bear  it,"  he  cried  fiercely,  and  with  a 
frantic  rush,  broke  the  lock  and  burst  open  the 
door. 

There,  to  their  horrified  sight,  lay  Vanessa — 
unconscious  on  the  floor. 


CHAPTER  XX 

Would  she  live  or  die — *?  The  specialists, 
summoned  in  haste,  could  not  say  yet.  The  little 
life  which  had  announced  its  coming  so  faintly, 
had  returned  to  those  angels  who  watch  over  such 
things — and  Vanessa  lay  for  days  with  fevered 
pink  cheeks  and  delirious  eyes — ^babbling  of  her 
husband  and  her  jealousy — and  the  Duchess,  and 
other  anguishing  things — and  the  three  men  had 
watched  and  waited  and — prayed.  And  number- 
less silver  threads  had  appeared  in  Hubert's  dark 
brown  hair. 

Was  God  going  to  punish  him  so  hideously*? 

Was  she  going  where  he  could  not  tell  her  of 
his  frightful  remorse  and  grief — of  his  passionate 
love  and  worship — of  his  humility  and  agony? 

No  one  knew. 
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That  All  ice  of  Lincoln  wood  was  rapidly  con- 
valescing— an  interesting  and  romantic  invalid — 
that  Oscar  Issacson  had  been  removed  to  an 
asylum  for  the  incurably  insane — that  society  had 
been  thrilled  and  interested — mattered  not  a  jot 
to  any  of  the  three;  watching  Vanessa,  and 
whether  she  lived  or  died,  was  the  beginning  and 
ending  of  things  that  counted. 

At  last  she  was  pronounced  possibly  out  of 
danger — but  absolute  quiet  was  ordered.  No 
agitating  circumstances  were  to  obtrude  upon  her 
returning  consciousness. 

The  three  men  had  become  close  friends  dur- 
ing the  period  of  misery.  Foolish  outside  things 
of  prejudice  and  class  had  vanished.  Hubert 
knew  his  father-in-law  for  what  he  was — a  wise 
and  honest  gentleman — and  Benjamin  Levy  had 
pierced  through  the  crust  of  ten  hundred  years 
of  inherited  pride,  and  found  his  son-in-law  a 
human  man. 

As  for  Ralph  Dangerfield,  he  was  the  deus  ex 
macJuna^  soothing  one,  encouraging  the  other — 
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forgetting  self  and  his  painful  wounds  in  his 
service  for  others. 

But  non^  of  them  were  confident  or  happy  yet. 

How  would  Vanessa  be  when  she  recovered  suf- 
ficiently to  take  up  her  life  once  more?  Had  the 
hurt  gone  too  deeply — would  she  ever  forgive 
Hubert — or  care  again? 

All  days  come  to  those  who  wait  patiently  and 
at  last,  when  October  was  fully  grown  and  leaves 
were  ruddy  and  glowing — and  frosts  in  the  dawn 
sent  queer  grey  mists  over  the  world — a  pale  and 
fragile  Vanessa  lay  in  the  cozy  firelight  in  her 
chintz  room — and  welcomed  Ralph  Danger- 
field. 

Tears  almost  rose  to  his  kindly  brown  eyes  as 
he  looked  at  her  small  transparent  hands,  and 
her  shadowy  white  face  which  appeared  all 
eyes. 

"Vanessa — 'little  cousin'." 

"Dear  Ralph!"  He  kissed  her  small  thin 
fingers  lovingly. 
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"It  has  been  agony " 

*1  have  passed  through  shadow  land." 

"Vanessa — Hubert  is  waiting  for  you  now  that 
you  have  come  through." 

She  lay  back  on  the  pale  pink  silk  cushions, 
and  softly  smoothed  the  swansdown  of  her  ex- 
quisite wrap. 

"Nothing  matters  to  me  any  more,  Ralph." 

"Vanessa,  you  must  not  say  that.  Hubert  has 
been  unutterably  wretched,  he  is  only  longing  to 
tell  you  of  his  worship  of  you — ^his  understand- 
ing." 

She  shrugged  her  feeble  shoulders  patiently. 

"I  have  nothing  to  say  to  him.  Why  did  he 
marry  me  and  break  all  my  beliefs  and  my  hearth 
I  have  nothing  to  say  to  him." 

"But  he  loves  you!"  Ralph  pleaded,  his  own 
heart  aching — but  the  courage  which  makes  a 
man  win  the  V.C.  does  not  often  desert  him. 
"Vanessa,  you  must  see  him — must  let  him  plead 
his  cause." 
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An  indifferent  half  smile  came  over  her  beauti- 
ful ethereal  face. 

*'Yes,  I  will  see  him  if  he  wishes,  but  nothing 
matters  to  me  any  more." 


CHAPTER  XXI 

It  was  the  next  day  in  the  late  afternoon  that 
Hubert  was  allowed  to  go  in  to  see  his  wife. 
Only  one  lamp  was  lit — a  soft  pink  shaded  one — 
and  the  firelight  flickered  cozily. 

He  came  over  noiselessly  and  drew  a  low  seat 
close  to  the  sofa  where  she  lay. 

"Vanessa,"  he  murmured  brokenly — and  then 
the  tears  brimmed  over  and  made  a  mist  before 
his  blue,  blue  eyes. 

She  looked  at  him  blankly — with  hardly  any 
emotion. 

Beside  her  were  the  red  roses  in  a  big  vase  that 
he  sent  in  every  day — masses  of  them — great 
glowing  hot  house  blooms — ridiculous  in  October ! 

But  she  was  like  a  white  rose,  and  cold  and 
aloof. 
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"Thank  you  so  much  for  the  flowers — they 
smell  deliciously." 

"I  love  you,  Vanessa,"  was  all  he  could  say — 
brokenly.  "I  have  been  through  hell — every- 
thing was  hideous  misunderstanding  and  misery 
• — I  want  to  change  it  all — I  am  going  to  take 
you  away  to  the  South  in  the  next  weeks,  and 
teach  you  to  forget  the  brute  you  have  known." 

She  shrugged  her  emaciated  shoulders  once 
more  in  her  little  foreign  way. 

The  nurse  came  in  then — and  frowned  at 
Hubert.  She  detected  signs  in  her  patient  that 
she  was  not  truly  calm — but  she  said  nothing, 
only  before  she  went  out  again,  indicated  that  he 
should  not  remain  much  longer. 

"Vanessa,  I  am  unutterably  ashamed  of  what 
I  said  to  you.  How  I  could  ever  have  even  be- 
lieved for  an  instant  that  you  were  capable  of 
shooting  AUice — I  do  not  know — but  the  revolver 
was  at  your  feet.  Can  you  ever  forgive  me?  I 
cannot  forgive  myself." 

''One  forgives — and  forgets — that  is  the  trag- 
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edy  of  things — one  forgets,"  she  answered. 
"You  and  your  contritions  do  not  aflFect  me  at 
all.  What  does  it  matter?"  and  she  lay  back 
wearily. 

Hubert  had  been  so  drilled  that  he  was  not  to 
say  one  word  or  act  in  one  way  that  should  agitate 
her  that  he  dared  not  do  what  he  desired  to  do 
now,  take  her  in  his  arms  and  convince  her  of  his 
love  and  repentance,  with  her  head  on  his  breast 
— and  their  lips  pressed  close.  So  now  he  drew 
back,  chilled,  with  a  sudden  hopeless  sense  of 
finality. 

— If  nothing  mattered  to  her — what  then ? 

She  laughed  softly  with  a  laugh  he  had  never 
heard — there  was  no  mirth  in  it. 

"The  south  will  be  nice — and  we  shall  all  live 
— and  enjoy  your  world — while  we  have  to  be 
here." 

Then  with  sudden  passion  she  went  on : 

"You  took  me  all  young  and  living — and  lov- 
ing with  the  soul — and  then  you  repented  of  your 
backsliding.     You  were  ashamed  that  the  money 
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lender's  daughter  had  held  you — even  for  one 
night!" 

She  laughed  again,  mirthlessly,  as  one  risen 
from  the  dead  might  laugh — at  follies  of  her  last 
life  on  earth : 

"A  thing  to  be  despised —  You,  who  had 
married  me — for  what  low  reason?" 

Hubert  raised  his  head  proudly  for  an  instant, 
but  did  not  speak. 

" — ^Well,  it  is  all  ended — the  humiliation  and 
the  longing  and  the  love  and  the  pain — .  We 
can  be  quite  friends — ^because  nothing  matters  at 
all — any  more." 

He  was  just  going  to  speak  when  the  nurse 
came  in  again,  so,  rising,  he  said  a  quiet  farewell 
and  was  going  towards  the  door. 

"I  have  nothing  to  say  more,  Vanessa,  except 
that  I  love  you — it  is,  after  all,  everything  that 
a  man  can  say."  Then  he  quickly  closed  the 
door. 

The  others  had  soon  realized  what  was  her 
attitude — although  Hubert  said  nothing  at  all. 


LOVE'S  BLINDNESS  243 

Then  Benjamin  Levy  came  up  to  his  highest 
point.  He  now  must  tell  her  the  truth — since 
she  was  still  numb. 

It  was  very  bitter  to  him  to  bare  his  soul  to  his 
daughter — but  if  it  had  to  be  done  it  must  be 
done  quickly. 

Two  days  had  passed  and  she  had  seen  only 
Ralph — and  talked  to  abstract  things — when  her 
father  came  to  her. 

"I  have  that  which  I  must  confess  to  you, 
Vanessa." 

She  raised  her  head  wonderingly. 

"You  think  some  strange  thing,  perhaps — of 
why  your  husband  married  you — I  beat  him  into 
a  corner — so  that  he  had  no  choice " 

Then  he  told  her  in  detail  of  all  the  transaction ; 
and  after  the  first  moment  of  wounded  pride, 
some  dramatic  sense  arose  in  him  so  that  he 
gloried  in  her  intense  emotion — and  his  own. 

"If  he  loved  you  at  all  it  is  a  wonder,  child," 
he  ended  with.     "Now  think  over  this.     Analyze 
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the  whole  situation  and  think  what  you  had  better 
do.  If  you  love  Lord  St.  Austel — whom  I  have 
schemed  to  give  you — do  not  let  any  foolish 
feminine  wounded  self-love  separate  you;  if  you 
do  not — we  can  arrange  a  separation.  You  must 
choose,  my  child.'' 

Vanessa  lay  speechless  and  still  after  her  father 
had  left  her — a  whole  new  perspective  was  open- 
ing before  her. 

What  would  she,  herself,  have  done  under  the 
circumstances?  Then  her  sense  of  justice  told 
her  she  could  not  have  behaved  even  as  well  I 

And  the  great  emotion  which  the  realization 
of  everything  caused  her,  melted  the  ice  round  her 
heart. 

"Hubert,"  she  called  out  to  her  empty  room, 
as  once  before — but  this  time  Fate  answered 
her 

For  he  came  into  the  room  reservedly,  with 
some  red  roses  in  his  hand. 

"Hubert,"  she  called  again — and  he  came  and 
knelt  beside  her. 
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Something  held  her  tongue  and  she  could  not 
speak. 

"I  am  going  to  leave  you,  dear,"  he  said  con- 
strainedly. "When  you  are  quite  well  I  will 
see  you  again  and  ascertain  what  your  wishes 


are." 


"Hubert,"  she  cried,  all  her  awakened  soul 
blazing  from  her  fathomless  black  eyes.  "Hubert 
— I  did  not  know — I  did  not  guess.  Is  it  true 
that  you  can  love  me?" 

She  stopped  abruptly,  for  she  saw  that  his  blue 
eyes  were  all  swimming  now  with  passionate  emo- 
tions and  a  wild  glory  filled  her  which  melted  all 
the  numbness — which  swept  away  all  the  false 
barriers  that  evil  illusion  had  created  between 
them. 

"Hubert — how  foolish  we  are.  If  I  have  any- 
thing to  forgive,  I  forgive  it.  If  you  have  any- 
thing to  forget,  forget  it.  Because  all  the  band- 
ages of  love's  blindness  are  off  our  eyes — I  love 
you — and  you  love  me." 

And  so  she  fell  into  his  arms. 
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And  some  kisses  are  worth  today  and  tomorrow, 
and  even  the  hereafter ! 


But  only  those  who  have  come  through  the 
tempering  fire  know  them — and  they  are  blessed 
of  God. 
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climax. 

ASHES  OF  DESIRE. 

To  escape  marrying  the  elderly  nobleman  selected  by 
her  mother,  a  girl  of  courage,  aflame  with  romance, 
disguises  herself  as  a  young  man  and  takes  passage  on 
an  ocean  liner.  She  finds  adventure,  peril,  and  ro- 
mance in  far  corners  of  the  earth. 

CONCEALED  TURNINGS. 

Disturbed  by  the  awakening  of  strange  passions, 
Hazel  Anson  becomes  bewildered  by  the  concealed 
turnings  in  the  path  she  thought  was  straight.  She 
tries  to  free  herself  from  dangerous  experiences,  but 
she  can  be  rescued  only  by  a  surrender  to  a  great  love. 

PENELOPE  FINDS  OUT. 

Penelope  is  no  stay-at-home,  coy  maiden.  She  is  eager 
to  find  out  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  her  curiosity 
leads  her  to  some  bitter  experience.  Yet  there  is  high 
adventure  before  she  is  overtaken  by  sudden,  surprising 
love  at  a  mysterious  turning  point  of  her  life.  The 
electrifying  truths  that  she  discovers  are  worth  all 
her  thrilling  adventures. 
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Joan  Conquest 

The  Story-Teller  of  the  East 

Will  Hold  You  Spell-Bound  With 
These  Novels 

CHASTITY. 

A  revelation  of  Oriental  ideas  of  chastity  that  con- 
flict with  more  familiar  ones  held  by  the  white  people 
living  in  the  East.  The  theme  of  a  woman's  greatest 
sacrifice  is  given  a  new  turn — what  she  will  sacrifice 
to  save  the  man  she  loves  from  death  and  disaster. 

FORBIDDEN. 

Rosalie,  rich  in  life  and  youth,  knowing  little  of  the 
East's  cunning  in  love  and  lust,  is  drawn  into  a  snare, 
where  two  fine  souls  struggle  against  the  unwritten 
law  that  thunders— FORBIDDEN. 

DESERT  LOVE. 

A  girl  alone  on  the  desert  with  a  man  whose  word 
was  law.  And  yet  he  was  her  slave,  for  he  would  ask 
nothing  of  her  until  she  loved  him  and  called  for  him. 
This  was  his  promise.  What  became  of  it?  Let  Joan 
Conquest  tell  you. 

THE  HAWK  OF  EGYPT. 

An  exotic  story  of  the  love-madness  with  which  Egypt 
drugs  the  souls  of  men  and  women.  The  author  again 
brushes  aside  the  curtains  of  conventionality.  Once 
more  her  love  theme  overwhelms  with  its  intensity,  its 
madness,  and  its  pathos. 

CRUMBLING  WALLS. 

A  Chinese  Romeo  and  Juliet  in  modern  China  filled 
with  unrest.  An  enchanting  love  story,  rich  with  the 
incense  of  the  Orient  and  tense  with  amorous  char- 
acters in  an  exotic  world  awakening  to  the  promise  of 
civilization. 
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Love  That  is  Daring — 
Love  That  is  Different 

ABSOLUTION 

b^/  Alberta  Stedman  Eagan 

A  fearless  novel  of  society  which  frankly  exposes  startling 
angles  of  the  loveless  marriage.  A  young  man  finds  his  nerves 
wrecked  by  the  tortures  of  his  selfish  wife  and  the  regret  that 
he  had  turned  aside  from  the  girl  who  gave  him  all.  The 
absolution  that  he  seeks  involves  a  daring  love  that  reaches 
a  majestic  climax. 

THE  DRIVEN 

by  Alberta  Stedman  Eagan 

A  young  woman,  a  talented  dancer  and  entertainer,  is 
driven  through  life  as  the  toy  of  destiny.  Slandered,  di' 
vorced,  fallen  into  the  hands  of  dangerous  men,  she  fights  to 
reestablish  honor  and  happiness. 

DAWN  BELOVED 

by  Jean  Devanny 

Author  of  The  Butcher  Shop 

A  wild,  vibrant  heroine  against  the  magnificent  background 
of  hills,  sea,  and  sky  in  New  Zealand  and  her  marital  experi' 
cnce  in  a  bush  town.     A  drama  of  love  and  hate  and  sin. 

CHILDREN  OF  HOLLYWOOD 

by  Phyllis  Gordon  Demarest 

Written  by  one  who  intimately  knows  Hollywood  people 
and  their  ways,  this  story  shows  you  how  tragedy  often  creeps 
into  these  gay  lives.  An  unspoiled  bachelor  with  a  hearty  ap' 
petite  for  life  tries  to  keep  clear  of  Hollywood  women,  but 
he  finds  romance  to  his  fancy  in  a  vivacious  little  girl  who  is 
afraid  of  love. 

YOUNG  WOMAN  IN  LOVE 

by  Mary  Barrow  Lin  field 

A  girl  with  all  the  charm  of  the  South  bares  her  soul  in  a 
personal  record,  frank  and  unashamed.  She  was  adopted  by 
two  brothers  both  of  whom  loved  her.  One  of  them  was 
married.  When  she  became  ripe  for  a  man,  she  faced  an 
almost  crushing  conflict  of  feeling. 
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HoUywood  Gold 

by  Phyllis  Gordon  Demarest 

Author  of  Children  of  Hollywood 

YOU  who  know  Hollywood  will  recognize  the 
realness  of  this  story.  And  you  who  do  not 
know  it  must  glimpse  the  glory  —  sometimes 
stained,  sometimes  fine — that  is  a  very  part  of  the 
film  city.  Each  character  has  heen  drawn  with 
a  fine  pen,  each  a  representative  type  true  to  the 
Hollywood  of  today. 

This  widely-emhracing  novel  is,  first  of  all,  the 
story  of  Eden.  Eden  who  loved  Terry  O'Day  and 
helped  him  to  stardom,  little  dreaming  that  her 
unselfishness  would  only  hring  tragedy  in  its 
wake.  But  Julian  Falcon,  greatest  of  all  directors, 
knew  and  warned  her — ^too  l^e.  It  was  only  after 
that  that  he  came  to  play  his  hig  part  in  Eden's 
life,  along  with  the  loveliest  star  of  the  screen. 
Gay  Maynard.  .  .  . 

*^oUywood  Gold."  Gk)ld — that  is  the  secret  god 
trailing  the  destinies  of  those  high  and  mighty, 
those  insignificant  and  lowly  connected  with  the 
film  industry.  How  many  lives  does  the  great  god 
ruin?    How  many  does  he  illumine? 

In  this  the  only  honest  novel  of  Hollywood  ever 
pubhshed,  lies  the  answer. 
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SMASfflNG  MYSTERYTHRILLERS 


THE  CLUB  CAR  MYSTERY 

By  Grace  Colbron 

John  Elliot,  young  financier,  diaappeara  from  the 
palatial  honeymoon  Club  Car  in  the  dead  of  night. 
And  it  is  not  until  the  last  page  that  the  baffling 
mystery  of  the  Club  Car  murder  is  solved. 

ARSENE  LUPIN   (Super-Sleuth) 
By  Maurice  LeBlanc 

Arsene  Lupin,  Super-Sleuth,  baffles  the  criminal 
world  with  his  thousand  kaleidoscopic  faces.  This 
time  he  solves  a  gigantic  conspiracy  which  threatens 
the  lives  and  wealth  of  famous  families. 

THE  NEW  TERROR 

By  Gaston  Leroux 

In  his  new  novel  Mr.  Leroux  develops  a  genius  of 
evil  who  is  more  sinister  than  the  weird  phantoms  of 
his  own  creation. 

THE   OCTOPUS   OF   PARIS 

By  Gaston  Leroux 

The  Octopus  of  Paris,  though  a  beautiful  woman, 
is  feared  and  hated. 

THE  TATTOO  MYSTERY 

By  William  LeQueux 

"The  Money  Spiders"  mark  their  victims  with  a 
terrible  tattoo,  the  first  warning  of  their  doom. 
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